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Nicuol AS Non Eſq; 


* In a LETTER to a Friend, 


SIR, 


F ROM the Earneſtneſs of your Requeſt, 
1 Iam as much aſhamed to give you fo 
ſmall, as unwilling to deny you ſome Ac- 
count of Mr. Rowe and his Writings. 

In a Dearth of Wit, it is but a melancholy 


1 Reckoning, to tell what has been, and how 


much our Friend preſerved it, in an Age not 
much inclined to encourage it, even in aGe- 
nius like his; and which none but he indeed 


could have made be encouraged at all. 
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iv Memoirs of the LIFE 
To make Amends for the fabulous Deriva- 
tions of the Antient Poets, how unfit ſoever 
I am to ſpeak of his Works; you may be 
certain that the following Account of his Fa- 
mily is true. 


His Anceſtors were Gentlemen thro* many 


Deſcents, but I-wave the Particulars of them: 
yet think this Remark neceſſary, not only for 
his Honour but that of Poetry; fince it is ſel- 


dom ſeen that Men have excelled in that way, 


without owing ſomething to the Blood and 
Spirit of their Forefathers, as well as to Art, 
Learning and Education. 

He was the Son of Fohn Rowe, Eſq; and 


born at Little Berkford, in the County of Bed- © 


Ford, 1673. tho' the Family came originally 
from Lambertoun in Devonſhire. It is proba- 
ble that his Father, who was .an Eminent 
Lawyer, and called to be Serjeant, made that 
new Purchaſe in another County, and ſo tranſ- 
planted the moſt remarkable Branch of the 
Family thither. He died April 3oth 1692. 
and was buried in the Temple Church. 

As to Mr. Rowe's Education, I have * 
heard him ſay, that it began at a private 


Grammar- School in Highgate, but the Taſte 
be 
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be had there of the Claſſic Authors, was im- 
proved and finiſhed under the Care of the 
Great Dr. Buſby. I do not know by what Ac- 
cident it happened that thoſe Studies he ſo 
much delighted in, were not continued to a a 
Univerſity Education; but it is moſt likely 
chat under the gainful Study of the Law was 
his. Father's beſt Proſpect. Accordingly he 
was entered of the Middle-Temple, went thro? 
the uſual Studies and Exerciſes, and was called 
to the Bar ; where he made no mean Figure. 
Burt. the Spirit of Poetry ſoon got the better of 
the Works of Profit, and while he {ti]] kept his 
Chambers, he had a Play or two * came up- 
on the Stage with great Succeſs. 

In ſuch a private Account as this, you muſt 
not expect the Dates of every Action or Per- 
formance of Mr. Rowz's, my Buſineſs being 
only to tell you that about this time he was 
diſtinguiſhed by, and acquainted with, the 
moſt eminent Perſonages of both Sexes, and 
made as handſome a Figure in the World, as 
a good Man and a good Poct could do. Yet 
I do not find he was in any public Employ- 
ment before the Duke of Queenſberry made him 
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1. The Ambitious Stepmother. 2. Tamerlane. 
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5 ey; with whom he not only lived 
in an honourable Service, but a near 1 amilia- 


fity and Friendſhip. 
He was by his MAJ ESTV made Poet 


Taureat, and one of the Land Surveyors of 


che Cuſtoms in the Port of London. 

The PRINCE of ales, conferred on him 
the Place of Clerk of his Council, and the 
Lord Chancellor Parker made him his Secre- 
tary for The Preſentations, the very Day he 
received the Seals, and without his aſking it. 

He was twice married, firſt to a Daughter 
of Mr. Auditor Parſons; and afterwards to 
Mrs. Deveniſb, a Gentlewoman of a good Fa- 
mily in Dorſelſbire: by his firſt Wife he had a 
Son, and by the fecond a Daughter, Both 
living. 
le died the 6th Day of December, 1718, 

in the forty fifth Yet” of his Age, was in- 
terred on the 19th in Meſt minſter- Abbey, over- 
againſt Chaucer ; and Dr. Atterbury Biſhop of 
Rocheſter, out of a particular Mark of Eſteem - 
for him, as being his School-Fellow, honoured 
his Aſhes by performing the laſt Offices him- 
felf. I date not venture to give you his Cha- 


racter, either as a Companion, a Friend, or 
. a 
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a Poet. It may be enough to fay, that all 
good and learned Men loved him : That his 
Converſation either ſtruck out Mirth, or pro- 
moted Learning or Honour wherever he 
went: That the Openneſs of a Gentleman, 
the unſtudied Eloquence of a Scholar, and 
the perfect Freedom of an Exgliſbman, at- 
tended him in all his Actions. To ſay any 
thing more of him would look like Flattery, 
and that is a Taſk I am as far from, as he 
Was. 

His Writings, if I am any Judge of Exgliſb, 
have in them Strength, and Purity of Lan- 
guage : A certain Elegance which ſtrikes you. 
at firſt View, and which all People muſt own 
to be natural, becauſe it is eaſily remembred. 
As a Poet, he had the Force of Imagination 
in a great Degree; juſt Alluſions, proper Me- 
taphors, and fine Deſcriptions, are ſo com- 
mon with him, and ſo much admired, that 
they are in every Body's Mouth, and need 
not my Commendation. The frequent and 
continued Applauſes of the Theatre make al- 
moſt a whole Nation judge with me; and 1 
ſhould be really proud, if a ſullen Critic or 
two were to differ from me, to ſtand by Na- 
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ture, againſt their Rules; and profeſs my ſelf 
his Admirer. 

If I were to go on to a particular Detail, I 
might eaſily. prove what I aſſert; tho' the 
modeſt Apology he makes for himſelf will ſa- 
usfy any reaſonable Man. It is not (ſays he) 
given to every Body to excel; and I hope there may 
be ſome kind of Praiſe reſerved for thoſe who only 
endeavour after it; if not, 1 muſt own my Pre- 
tenſions that way are upon a very ill Foot. Hows 
ever, I believe I ſhall never be more ſolicitous about 
theſe Matters than- they really deſerve. I will 
not deny but that I have the natural Tenderne/s 
of a Parent for theſe Children of my Brain; and 
I do. not believe 1 have Philoſophy enough to ſtand 
by aud ſee them miſuſed and murdered, without 
any lawful Reaſon: But whenever they ſpall be 
Found guilty of apparent Treaſon againſt the Laws 
of Parnaſſus, I ſhall give them up with the Reſo- 
lution of the firſt Bxur us. I believe there might, 
be. ſomething ſaid for. them, i I ſhould take the Li- 
berty of writing Examens, as.was done by the. 
elder Cokx EILL EB upon bis own PLAYS. But 
whatſoever the F rench thought of theſe Things, 1 


* See 7 be Dedication of his Plays to HEN T, late Earl 
of Warwick. 
cannot 
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cannot help looking on them as an inſufferable 
Pieces of Vanity: It is making Trifles Matters of 
the laſt Conſequence and Importance. And yet Apo- 
logies and laboured Diſcourſes have been written 
upon theſe Occaſions; as if the Fate of a Nation 


17 depended upon the regular Conduct of a Poem. 


Scilicet 1d curat Populus. 


Tho*, by the way, 1 never heard that the beſt 
Writer in Criticiſm could raiſe the Reputation of 
a PLay that was ſunk, by telling the World they 
oughi to have been belter pleaſed with it; or de- 
ſtroy the Succeſs of one that was well received, by 
upbraiding Mankind with their Ignorance in theſe 
Matters. They are theſe Petulancies that fix ſo 


great a Degree of Contempt upon the Names of 


Author and Poet; and if they did not fall into 
theſe ridiculous Invectives upon one another, the 
unlearned World would uſe , them all with more 
Reverence and Reſpect. 

I hope, Sir, this is enough at preſent; hu 
if there ſhould be any farther Occaſion, you 
will find me as ready to defend his Writings, 
as you will always find me, 


Your bumble Servant, 


GEORGE SEWELL. 


CHARACTER | 


OF 


Mr. RO . E. 


By JAuEs WETIwoop, M. D. 


EVE R Man had it more in his Mauna 
than He, to love and oblige his Friends 
living, or celebrate their Memory when dead; 
What Pity. is it then, that for want of Infor- 
mation, there cannot be paid to his Name 
that juſt Encomium he every way deſerved? 
. He was bred at Weſtminſter, and made an 
extraordinary Progreſs in all the Parts of 
Learning taught in that School, and about the 
Age of twelve Years was choſen one of the 
King's-Scholars. 

He became in a little time Maſter, to a 
great Perfection, of all the Claſſic Authors, 
both Greek and Latin, and made a tolerable 
Proficiency in the Hebrew; but Poetry was 
* early Bent and his darling Study. He 
compoſod 
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a compoſed at that time ſeveral Copies of Verſes 
upon different Subjects both in Greet and La- 


tin, and ſome in Englih, which were much 
admired; and the more that they coſt him 
very little Pains, and ſeemed to flow from his 


' 27” Imagination, almoſt, as faſt as from his Pen. 


His Father deſigning him for his own Pro- 

feſſion, took him from School at about ſixteen 
Years of Age, and entered him a Student of 
the Middle-Temple under his own immediate 
Care and Inſtruction. 
Mr. Rowe being capable of any part of 
Knowledge he applied his Mind to, he made 
very remarkable Advances in the Study of. 
the Law; and was not content, as he told me, 
to know it as a Collection of Statutes or Cuſ⸗ 
toms only, but as a Syſtem founded upon right 
Reaſon, and calculated for the good of Man- 
kind. 

When he was called to the Bar, he appeared 
in as promiſing a way to make a Figure in that 
Profeſſion, as any of his Contemporaries, if 
the Love of the Belles Letires, and that of Po- 
etry in particular, had not ſtopt him in his Ca- 


reer. He had the Advantage of the Friend- 


ſhip and Protection of one of the fineſt Gen- 
Yemen, 
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tlemen, as well as one of the greateſt Lawyers 
of that time, Sir GEORGE T'rEBL, Lord 
Chief Jaſtice of the Common- Pleas, who was 
fond of him to a great Degree, and had it both 
in his Power and elnaten. to promote his 
Intereſt, 

But the Muſes had ſtoln away his Heart from 
his Infancy, and his Paſſion for them rendered 
the Study of the Law dry and taſteleſs to his 
Palate, He ſtruggled for ſome time againſt 
the natural Bent of his Mind, but in vain ; for 
Homer, Virgil, Sophocles and Euripides had in- 
finitely more Charms with Him than the beſt 
Authors who had ever wrote on the Law in 
England. He now and then could not refrain 
from making ſome Copies of Verſes on Sub- 
jets which fell in his Way, theſe being ap- 
- proved of by his intimate Friends, to whom 
only he ſhewed them; their Approbation 
proved his Snare, ſo that from henceforward 
he began to give way to the natural Biaſs of his 
Mind, and would needs.try what he could do 
in Tragedy. 

He now wrote the Ambitious Step-mother, 
which meeting with univerſal Applauſe, as it 
well-deſerved, he laid afide all Thoughts of 


riſing 
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riſing in the Law, and turned them ever after, 
in their main Channel, towards Poetry. He 
wrote this Tragedy at 25 Years of Age, and 
as a Tryal only of his Genius that Way. The 
Purity of its Diction, the Juſtneſs of the Cha- 


\ racers, and the noble Elevation of the Sen- 


timents were all of them admirably ſuited to 
the Plan of the Play. His Talent lay in He- 
roic Poetry, and in that moſt noble Part of it 
Tragedy. He once tried his Vein in Comedy *, 
but found his Genius put out of its Road. 
All his Tragedies are very highly and juſtly 
approved, for the Loftineſs of Thought, and 
delicate Propriety of the Language: In which 
laſt, I may venture-to ſay, no one has ever out- 
done him, few equalled him. That, which he 
valued himſelf moſt upon was TAMERLANE 3 
and never did any Author, in my Opinion, do 


more Juſtice to his Hero. For, that excel- 


lent Prince was the very Man Mr. Rowe has 
painted him. In this Piece, his Deſign in 
View, was to draw two Parallels, one be- 
tween King William and Tamerlane, and the 
other between Lewis XIV. and Bajazet. 


—_ — 


The Biter: or, the Humours of Croyden- Fair. A 
Farce of Three Acts. 


It 
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It may with the ſtricteſt Truth, be affirmed 


that no Poet ever painted Virtue or Religion 


in a more charming Dreſs on the Stage, than 


Mr. Rowe, nor were ever Vice and Impiety, 
better expoſed to Contempt and Hatred. 


There runs through all his Tragedies a ſtrong 
Vein of Religion and Virtue, attended with 
all the Social Duties of Life, and a conſtant 
untainted Love to his Country. His Muſe was 
ſo free from the leaſt Blemiſh, that I do not 
remember one ſingle Expreſſion in any of his 
Plays that can admit but of ſo much as a 
double Entendre either in Point of Decency or 
Morals. There is not any thing to be found 
in them to humour the depraved Taſte of the 


Age, by nibling at Scripture, or depreciating 


Things in themſelves Sacred; and it was the 
leſs wonder, that he obſerves this Rule in his 
Dramatic Performances, ſince in his ordinary 
Converſation, and when his Mirth and Hu- 
mour enlivened the whole Company, he uſed 
to expreſs his Diſſatisfaction, in the ſevereſt 
argu? with any thing which looked that 

He was well verſed in the Holy Scrip- 


| 1 and it ĩs frequently obſer vable that to 


raiſe the higheſt Ideas of Viriue, he has with 
great 
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great Art (eſpecially in the Fair Penitent) made 
Uſe of thoſe Sacred Expreſſions and Meta- 
phors, in his Tragedies which taſte molt of 


the Sublime. 


He juſt lived to finiſh his moſt excellent 


” Tranſlation of LUC AN, a Work which will 


live as long as the Exgliſb Language, and al- 


ways be eſteemed a Standard of it. When he 


had juſt got to be eaſy in his Fortune, and was 
in a fair Way to make it better, Death took 
him from us, and in him deprived the World 
of one of the beſt Men, as well as one of 
the beſt Genij of the Age. He died like a 
Chriſtian and a Philoſopher, in Charity with 
all Mankind, and with an abſolute Refignation 
to the Will of God. He kept up his good 
Humour to the end, and took leave of his 
Wife and Friends, immediately before his laſt 
Agony, with the fame Tranquillity of Mind, 
and the ſame Indifference for Life, as though 
he had been upon going but a ſhort Journey. 
Take this Deſcription of his Perſon : It was 

graceful and well made, his Face regular and 
of a Manly Beauty. As his Soul was well lodged, 
ſo its Rational and Animal Faculties excelled 

in a * Degree. He had a quick and fruit- 
3 ful 
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ful Invention, a deep Penetration, and a large 
Compaſs of Thought, with a ſingular Dexte- 
rity, and Eaſineſs in making his Thoughts to 
be underſtood. He was maſter of Moſt parts of 


Polite Learning, eſpecially the Claſſic Authors, 


He underſtood the French, Italian and Spa- 
#iſþ Languages; ſpoke theFirſt fluently, and 
the other Two tolerably well. He had a good 
Taſte in Philofophy, and made great Ad- 
vances therein at the times when he retired 
into the Country which were frequent. He 
had ſo early imbibed the Principles of Li- 
berty and a Freedom of Thought, that they 
ſeemeda part ofhis Conſtitution, and appeared 


in all he wrote, He was bred up, and con- 


tinued in the Perſuaſion of the Eſtabliſhed 
Church of England, and pitied, but never 
condemned thoſe who diſſented from it. He 
abhorred the Principle of perſecuting Men on 


the Account of their Opinions in Religion; 


and being fixt in his own, he took it not up- 

on him to cenſure thoſe of another Perſuaſion. 
His Converfation was Pleaſant, Witty and 
Learned, without the leaſt Tincture of Af- 


fectation or Pedantry; and his inimitable 


manner of diverting and enlivening the Com- 
| "1 Pan's 
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pany, made it impoſſible for any one to be 
out of Humour when he was preſent. Envy 
and Detraction bore no part in his natural 
Temper: and whatever Provocations he met 
with at any Time, he paſt them over without 
the leaſt Thought of Revenge or ſo much as 
Reſentment. 


Such was the Man, whom all that knew 
him, when living, loved! and whoſe Memory, 
by thoſe who can now only know him in his 
incomparable Writings, will be revered to the 
lateſt Poſterity. 
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EPISTLE tw FLAVIA, 


On the Sight of two Pindaric Op Es * 


(on the SPpLEEN and VAN IT v) 
Written by a LADY her FRIEND. 


LAV. to You with Safety I commend 
This Verſe, the ſecret Failing of your Friend; 
To your good Nature I ſecurely truſt, 
Who know, that to conceal, is to be juſt. 


* 


| The Muſe, like wretched Maids by Love undone, 
From Friends, Acquaintance and the Light Nn run; 


3 
2ͤ 


* Theſe two OD Es, on the Spleen and Vanity, are the Perfor- 


| mances of the Right Honourable ANNE Covnels of Wette. 
| 8 Conſcious 
N 
N * " 
4 
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2 PoE Mus on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Conſcious of Folly, fears attending Shame, 
Fears the cenſorious World, and Loſs of Fame; 
Some Confidant by Chance ſhe finds, (tho' few 
Pity the Fools, whom Love or Verſe undo) 
Whoſe fond Compaſſion ſooths her in the Sin, 
And ſets her on to venture once again. 


Sure in the better Ages of old Time, 

Nor Poetry nor Love was thought a Crime 
From Heav*n they both, the Gods beſt Gifts, were ſent, 
Divinely perfect both, and innocent. 
Then were bad Poets and looſe Loves not known; 
None felt a Warmth which they might bluſh to own. 
Beneath cool Shades our happy Fathers lay, 
And ſpent in pure untainted Joys the Day: 
Artleſs their Loves, artleſs their Numbers were, 
While Nature ſimply did in both appear, 
Nor could the Cenſor or the Critic fear. % 
Pleas'd to be pleas'd ; ; they took what Heaven beſiow's d, 
Nor were too curious of the given Good. 
At length, like Indians fond of fancy'd Toys, 
We loſt being happy, to be thought more wile. 
In one curs'd Age, to puniſh Verſe and Sin, 
Critics and Hangmen, both at once, came in. 

Wit and the Laws had both the ſame ill Fate, 
And partial Tyrants ſway'd in either State. 
Ill-natur'd Cenſure would be ſure to damn 6 
An Alien-wit of independent Fame, | 
While Bays grown old, and harden'd in Offence, 
Was ſuffer'd to write on in Spite of Senſe ; 


—— ——— 
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f Po Mus on ſeveral Occaſions. 
; * Back'd by his Friends, th' Invader brought along 

A Crew of foreign Words into our Tongue, 
To ruin and enſlave the free - born Engliſ Song; 
Still the prevailing Faction propt his Throne, 

4 And to four Volumes let his Plays run on +; 

3 Then a lewd Tide of Verſe, with vicious Rage, 
„y Broke in upon the Morals of the Age. 

1 The Stage (whoſe Art was once the Mind to move 
® To noble Daring, and to virtuous Love) 

Precept, with Pleaſure mix'd, no more profeſt, 

But dealt in double Meaning bawdy Jeſt: 

The ſhocking Sounds offend the bluſhing Fair, 

And drive 'em from the guilty Theatre. 

Ye wretched Bards! from whom theſe Ills have ſprung, 
Whom the avenging Powers have ſpar'd too long, 

Well may you fear the Blow will ſurely come, 

* Your Sodom has no Ter to avert its Doom; 

2 - Unleſs the fair ARDELIA will alone 

To Heav'n for all the guilty Tribe atone ; 

Nor can Ten Saints do more than ſuch a Ore. 

Since ſhe alone of the Poetic Croud 

To the falſe Gods of Wit has never bow'd, 

The Empire, which ſhe ſaves, ſhall own her Sway, 
And all Parnaſſus her bleſs'd Laws obey. 


Say, from what facred Fountain Nymph divine! 

The Treaſures flow, which in thy Verſe do ſhine? 
With what flrange Inſpiration art thou bleſt, 

What more than Delphic Ardor warms thy Breaſt? 


W* + His Plays are reckoned the zue of his Mritings. 
1 B 2 Our 


4 PoE Ms on ſeoeral Occaſions. 
Our ſordid Earth ne'er bred fo bright a Flame, 
_ But from the Skies, thy Kindred Skies it came. 


To Numbers great, like thine, th'Angelic Quire 


In joyous Concert tune the golden Lyre; 


Viewing, with pitying Eyes, our Cares with thee, 


They wiſely own, that Al is Vanity; 
Ev'n all the Joys which mortal Minds can know, 


And find ARDELI4's Verſe the leaſt vain Thing below. 


If PINDAR's Name to thoſe bleſs'd Manfions reach, 


And mortal Muſes may immortal teach, 

In Verſe like his, the heav'nly Nation raiſe 
Their tuneful Voices to their Maker's Praiſe. 
Nor ſhall celeſtial Harmony diſdain, 

For once, to imitate an earthly ſtrain, 
Whoſe Fame ſecure, no Rival e'er can fear, 
But thoſe above, and fair ARDELIA here. 
She who undaunted could his Raptures view, 
And with bold Wings his ſacred Heights purſue ; 
Safe thro' the Dithyrambic Stream ſhe ſteer'd, 
Nor the rough Deep in all its Dangers fear'd: 
Not ſo the reſt, who with ſucceſsleſs Pain 
Th' unnavigable Torrent try'd in vain. 


So CLELIA leap'd into the rapid Flood, 
While the Etruſcans ſtruck with Wonder Rood : 
Amidſt the Wares her raſh Purſuers dy'd, 

The matchleſs Dame could only ſtem the Tide, 
And gain the Glory of the farther Side. 
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See with what Pomp the antick Maſque comes in! 
The various Forms of the fantaſtick Sp/zen. 

Vain empty Laughter, howling Grief and Tears, 
Falſe Joy bred by falſe Hope, and falſer Fears; 

Each Vice, each Paſſion which pale Nature wears, 
In this odd monſtrous Medley mix'd appears. 

Like Bayesr's Dance, confus'dly round they run, 
Stateſman, Coguet, gay Fop, and penſive Nun, 
Spefres and Heroes, Husbands and their Vive, | 
With Monziſe Drones that dream away their Lives. 


Long have I labour'd with the dire Diſeaſe, 
Nor found, but from ARDELTI4's Numbers Eaſe ;. 
The dancing Verſe runs thro' my ſluggiſh Veins, 
Where dull and cold the frozen Blood remaias. 
Pale Cares and anxious Thoughts give Way in wie, 
And to returning Joy reſign my Breaſt ;- 
Then free from ev'ry Pain I did endure, 


T. bleſs the charming Authreſs of my Cure. 


So when to SAUL the great Muſician play'd, 
The ſullen Fiend unwillingly obey'd, 


And left the Monarch's Breaſt, to ſeek ſome ſafer Shade: \ 


F - So Hor. 
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HoRAT. L1s. II. ODE IV. 5 - 
Ad XAN T HIAM. 4 


I. 


E fit ancillæ tibi amor pudori, 
Xanthia Phoceu : priùs inſolentera 
Serva Briſeis niveo colore 


Movit Achillem. 


H. 


Movit Ajacem, Telamone natum, 

Forma captive dominum Tecmeſſæ: 

Arſit Atrides medio in triumpho 
Virgine rapta: 


III. 


Barbarz poſtquam cecidere turmæ 
Theſſalo victore, & ademptus Hector 
Tradidit feſſis leviora tolli 

Pergama Graiis. 


IV, Neſ- 


ISLANDS oe 


; 


1 
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” Hoxact Book II. Ode IV. Imitated. 


——— 


The Lord G—, to the Earl of 8—. 


7 
| O not, moſt fragrant Earl, diſclaim 
3 Thy bright, thy reputable Flame, 


Io Be g =/e the Brown; 
But publickly eſpouſe the Dame, 
And ſay G D.— the Town. 


II. 


5 Full many Heroes, fierce and keen, 


With Drabs have deeply ſmitten been, 


Although right good Commanders; 
Some who with you have Heunſſot ſeen, 
And ſome who've been in Flanders. 


III. 


Did not baſe Creler's ® PEGG inflame 
The ſober Earl of N m 
Of ſober Sire deſcended, 

That careleſs of his Soul and Fame, 
To Play-houſes he nightly came, 
And left Church undefended. 


— 


| 7 * Signiora Franceſca Marguareta de I Epine, an Italian Songſtreſi * 
4 B 4 IV. The 


I 

: i IV. 
Neſcias, en te generum beati 
Phyllidis flavæ decorent parentes: 
Regium certè genus, & penates 

Meret iniquos. 
V. 

Crede non illam tibi de ſceleſta 
Plebe delectam: neque fic fidelem, 


Sic lucro averſam potuiſſe naici 
Matre pudendi, 


VI. 


Brachia & vultum, tereteſque ſuras 
Integer laudo: fuge ſuſpicari, 
Cujus octavum trepidavit ætas 


Claudere luſtrum. 
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PoE MS on ſeveral Occaftons, 
IV. 

The Monarch who of France is Hight, 
Who rules the Roaſt with matchleſs Might, 
Since WIELTAM went to Heaven; 

Loves MAINTENON, his Lady bright, 
Who was but SCARRON's Leaving. 

. __ 

Tho' thy Dear's Father kept an Inn 
At griſly Head of Saracen, 


For Carriers at Northampton; 
Yet ſhe might come of gentler Kin, 


Than e'er that Father dreamt on. 
VI. 


Of Proffers large her Choice had ſhe, 
Of Jewels, Plate, and Land in Fee, 
Which ſhe with Scorn rejected: 
And can a Nymph ſo virtuous be 
Of baſe-born Blood ſuſpeRed ? 
VII. 
Her dimple Cheek, and roguiſh Eye, 
Her flender Waſte, and taper Thigh, 
I always thought provoking ; 
But, faith, tho' I talk waggiſhly, 
I mean no more than Joking. 
VIII. 


Then be not jealous, Friend, for why? 
My Lady Marchioneſs is nigh, 
To ſee I ne'er ſhall hurt ye; 
Beſides, you know full well, that I 
Am turn'd of five and forty. $ 
WP. $:- Hex ar- 
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Ho RAT. LI B. III. Ops IX. 


3 
j - 


Ad LYDIAM. 


HO. Onec gratus eram tibi, 
Nec quiſquam, potior brachia candidæ 
Cervici juvenis dabat, 
Perſarum vigui Rege beatior. 


LY. Donec non alia magis 

Arſiſti, neque erat Lydia poſt Chloe, 
Multi Lydia nominis 
Romana vigui clarior Ilia. 
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: | The Rr coNCILEMENT between Jacob 
Tonſon and Mr. Congreve. 


An Imitation of HoRact. Book III. Ode. 


— 


= Tonſop.] We ILE at my Houſe in Fleet. ſtreet once 
®K you lay, 

How merrily, dear Sir, Time paſs'd away ? 

While I partook your Wine, your Wit, and Mirth, 

I was the happieſt Creature on God's Harth 4. 


Cong reve.] While in your early Days of Reputation, 
Z You for blue Garters had not ſuch a Paſſion; 
While yet you did not uſe {as now your Trade is) 

] > To drink with noble Lords, and toaſt their Ladies; 
I Thou, FACOB TONSON, wer't to my conceiving, 
The chearfulleſt, beſt, honeſt, Fellow living. 


—— 


— 


COW 4 1 * of oy . 


+ Tonſon (Sen.) his Dialect. 
B 6 ' Tonſon-] 


6. 
1 
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4 
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HO. Me nunc Creſſa Chloe regit, | 

Dulces dota modos, & citharz ſciens:- 
Pro qua non metuam mori, 


Si parcent anime Wert 


IV Me torret face mutu3 
Thurini Calais filius Ornithi : 

Pro quo bis patiar mori 
Si parcent puero fata ſuperſtiti. 


* Quid, {i priſes redit Venus? 
iduRoſque j jugo cogit aheneo? 
Si flava excutitur Chloe, 


Re patet Janua Lydiz ? 


17 3 ſidere pulchrior 


me eſt, ta levior cortice, & improbo 
Iracundior Adria, 


Tecum vivere amem, teeum obeam libens. 


88 
HE 


; Porms on ſeveral Ortafions, 13 
* Ton ſon.] I'm in with Captain YANBRUGH at the 
® preſent, 
3H A moſt ſroeet-natur'd Gentleman, and pleaſant; 
He writes your Comedies, draws Schemes, and Models, 
4 And builds Dubes Houſes upon very odd Hills: 
i For him, ſo much I doat on him, that I, 


\ N I was ſure to go to Heaven, would die. 


| Congreve.} TEMPLE + and DALAVAL are now my 
Th Par ty, 

Mien that are tam Mercurio, both guam Marte; 

And tho? for them [I ſhall ſcarce go to Heaven, 
Vet I can drink wich them fix Nights in ſeven. 


 Tonſon.) What if from YAN's dear Arms I ſhould 
3 retire, 

And once more warm my $ Bunnians at your Fire; 
56 If I to Bow-ſtreet ſhould invite you Home, 

1 And ſet a Bed up in my Dinigg- Room, 

Tell me, dear Mr. CONGREFE, would you come ? 


t 35 
* Kt 


Congreve] Tho' the gay Sailor, and the gentle Knight, 
Were ten times more my Joy and Heart's Delight; 
3 Tho? civil Perſons they, you ruder were, 
r And had more Humours than a Dancing-Bear 
N Yet for your Sake I'd bid 'em both adieu, 
[> And live and die, dear COB, with only you. 


_ l 1 — 


* ＋ Sir Richard Temple, now Lord Cobham. 
® C 7 ACOB's Term for bis Corns. 
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HoR Ar. Lis. III. ODE XXI. 
Ad AMP HO RAM. 


Nata mecum Conſule Manlio, 
Seu tu querelas, five geris jocos, 
Seu rixam, & inſanos amores, 
Seu facilem, pia teſta, ſomnum: 


II. 
Quocunque lectum nomine Maſſicum 
Servas, moveri digna bono die: 
Deſcende, Corvino jubente, 
Promere languidiora vina. 
DEP « © "8 
Non ille, quanquam Socraticis madet 
Sermonibus, te negliget horridus : 
Narratur & priſci Catonis 
Sep mero caluiſſe virtus. 


IV. Tu 
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Ho RACE, Boot III. Ode XXI. 
To his Caſk, 


HS 5 I. 

T JAl L, gentle Casx, whoſe venerable Head 
With hoary Down and ancient Duſt o'er ſpread, 

Foc that ſince the Vine firſt brought Thee forth 

Old Age has added to thy Worth. 

Whether the ſprightly Juice thou doſt contain, 

Thy Vot'ries will to Wit and Love, 

Or ſenſeleſs Noiſe and Lewdneſs move, 


F * Sleep, the Cure of theſe and ev'ry other Pain. 
II. 


Since to ſome Day propitious and great, 
Juſtly at firſt thou waſt deſign'd by Fate; 


+ 


* This Day, the happieſt of thy many Years, 


pe 
+ 
* 


With thee I will forget my Cares : 
o my CORY INUS' Health thou ſhalt go round, 
(Since thou art ripen'd for to Day, 
And longer Age would bring Decay) 
Till ev'ry anxious Thought in the rich Stream be 
['P drown'd. 
. | III. 
4 To thee, my Friend, his Roughneſs ſhall fabmit, 
| + And SOCRATES himſelf a while forget. 
Thus when old CATO would ſometimes unbend 
. The rugged Stiffneſs of his Mind 
0 Stern and ſevere, the Stoick quaff'd his Bowl, 

His frozen Virtue felt the Charm, 
F And ſoon grew pleas'd, and ſoon grew warm, 
ö And bleſs'd the ſprightly Pow'r that chear'd his gloomy 
I Soul, 


OF 


With 


16 Pokus on vera! Occaſions. 
Tu lene tormentum ingenio admoves 
Plerumque duro: tu ſapientium 
Curas, & arcanum jocoſo 
Conſilium retegis Lyæo 
v. 
Tu ſpem reducis mentibus anxiis, 
Vireſque, & addis cornua pauperi, 
Poſt te neque iratos trementi $1 
Regum apices, neque militum arma. 1 
Te Liber, &, ſi læta aderit Venus, 2 
Segneſque nodum ſolvere Gratiæ, | 1. 
Vivæque producent lucerne, ; 


Dum rediens fugat aſtra Phœbus. 2 
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® IV. 
With kind Conftraint ill Nature thou doſt bend, 
1 And mould the fnarling Cynick to a Friend. 
The Sage reſerv'd, and fam'd for Gravity, 
1 Finds all he knows ſumm'd up in thee, 
And by thy Pow'r unlock'd, grows eaſy, gay, and free. 
Y 2 The Swain, who did ſome credulous Nymph perſuade 
> To grant him all, inſpir'd by thee, 
Dievotes her to his Vanity, 
1 And to his Fellow-Fops toaſts the abandon'd Maid, 
i V. 
1 The Wretch who preſs'd beneath a Load of Cares, 
And lab'ring with continual Woes, deſpairs, 
Kel thy kind Warmth does his chill'd Senſe invade, 
= From Earth he rears his drooping Head, 
Þ Reviv'd by thee, he ceaſes now to mourn 
His flying Cares give way to Haſte, 
And to the God reſign his Breaſt, 


Where Hopes of better Days, and better Things return. 
YH VI. 

'Z The lab'ring Hind, who with hard Toil and Pains, 

> Amidſt his Wants, a wretched Life maintains 


Hot with thy Fires, and bolder grown, 
Of Kings, and of their arbitrary Pow'r, 
þ And how by impious Arms they reign, 
2 Fiercely he talks with rude Diſdain, 
And vows to be a Slave, to be a Wretch no more. 
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VIE. 

Fair Queen of Love and thou great God of Wine, 
Hear ev'ry Grace, and all ye Pow'rs divine, 
All that to Mirth and Friendſhip do incline, 
Crown this auſpicious Cask, and happy Night, 
With all Things that can give Delight ; 
Be ev'ry Care and anxious Thought away; 

Ye Tapers till be bright and clear, 

Rival the Moon, and each pale Star, 


Your Beams ſhall yield to none, but his who brings the 
Day. 


Mota LI B. IV. Ops I. 


Ad VENE REM. 


Ntermiſſ Venus diu, 

Rurſus bella moves. parce, precor, precor. 
Non ſum, qualis eram bonæ 

Sub regno Cynaræ: deſine dulcium 
Mater ſæva Cupidinum, 

Circa luſtra decem flectere mollibus 
Jam durum imperiis: Abi 

Quo blandz juvenum te revocant preces. 
Tempeſtivius in domo | 

Pauli, purpureis ales oloribus, 


Commeſſabere Maximi, 


Si torrere jecur quæris idoneum, 
Namque & nobilis, & decens, 
Et pro ſollicitis non tacitus reis, 
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HoRACE, Bok IV. Ode I. 
To VENUS. 


Nce more the Queen of Love invades my Breaſt, 
5 , Late, with long Eaſe, and peaceful Pleaſures bleſt ; 
by, ſpare the Wretch, that ſtill has been thy Slave, 
* And let my former Service have 
The Merit to protect me to the Grave. 
$* * Much am I chang'd from what I once have been, 
When under the CYNARA1; good and fair, 
With Joy I did thy Fetters wear, — 
4 Bleſs'd in the gentle Sway of an indulgent Queen. _ 

4 Stiff and unequal to the Labour now, 

With Pain my Neck beneath thy Yoke I bow, 

# Why doſt thou urge me {till to bear? Oh! Why 
Doſt thou not much rather fly 
; 7 To youthful Breaſts, to Mirth and Gaiety ? 
So, bid thy Swains their gloſſy Wings expand, 
And ſwiftly thro' the yielding Air 
1 To SYLIY1A4 thee their Goddeſs bear, 
* Worthy to be thy Slave, and fit for thy Command. 
| Noble, and graceful, witty, gay, and young, 
** in his Heart, Love on his charming Tongue. 
| Skill'd in a Thouſand ſoft prevailing Arts, | 


With wond'rous Force the Youth imparts 
* y Pow'r to unexperienc'd Virgins Hearts. 
Far ſhall he ftretch the Bounds of thy Command; 
4 And if thou ſhalt his Wiſhes bleſs, 
1 Beyond his Riyals with Succeſs, 
In Gold and Marble ſhall thy Statues ſtand. 


20 Porms on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Et centum puer artium, 
Lat? ſigna feret militiz tuæ. 
Et, quandoque potentior 
Largis muneribus riſerit æmuli, 
Albanos prope, te, lacus | 
Ponet marmoream ſub trabe Citrei, 
Illic plurima naribus 
Duces thura, lyræque, & Berecynthiæ 
Delectabere tibiæ 
Miſtis carminibus, non fine fiſtula. 
Illic bis pueri die | 
Numen cum teneris virginibus tuum 
Laudantes, pede candido 
In morem Salium ter quatient humum. 
Me nec fæmina, nec puer 
Jam, nec ſpes animi credula mutui, 
Nec certare juvat mero, 
Nec vincire novis tempora floribus. 
Sed cur heu, Ligurine, cur 
Manat Fara meas lacryma per genas 7. 
Cur facunda parùm decoro 
Inter verba cadit lingua ſilentio? 
Noct urnis te ego ſomniis 
Jam captum teneo, jam volucrem ſequor 
Te per gramina Martii 
Campi, te per aquas, dure, volubiles. 


Beneath the ſacred Shade of Odel's Wood, 
b. 2 on the Banks of Ouſe's gentle Flood, | 
1 With od'rous Beams a Temple he ſhall raiſe, | [ 


For ever ſacred to thy Praiſe, 
4 rin the fair Stream, and Wood, and Love it ſelf decays 


4 here while rich Incenſe on thy Altar burns, 
19 Votaries, the Nymphs and Swains, 
In melting ſoft harmonious Strains, 
A Mix'd with the ſofter Flutes, ſhall tell their Flames by 
# Turns. 
FL As Love and Beauty with the Light are born, 
So with the Day thy Honours ſhall return; 
Some lovely Youth, pair'd with a bluſhing Maid, 
A Troop of either Sex ſhall lead, 
And twice the Sa/ian Meaſures round thy Altar tread, 
Thus with an equal Empire o'er the Light, 
The Queen of Love, and God of Wit, 
Together riſe, together ſit: 
De, Goddeſs, do thou ſtay, and bleſs alone the Night. 
There may'ſt thou reign, while I forget to love; 
No more falſe Beauty ſhall my Paſſion move; 
1 Nor 4hall my fond believing Heart be led, [ 


2 
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By mutual Vows and Oaths betray'd, 
To hope for Truth from the proteſting Maid. 
Y With Love the ſprightly Joys of Wine are fled ; 
1 The Roſes too ſhall wither now, 
L That us'd to ſhade and crown my Brow, 
F And round my chearful Temples fragrant Odours ſhed. 
But tell me, CYNTHIA, ſay, bewitching Fair, | 
What mean theſe Sighs? Why ſteals this falling Tear? 
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And when my ſtruggling Thoughts for Paſſage ſtrove, 
Why did my Tongue refuſe to move ? 
Tell me, can this be any Thing but Love ? 
Still with the Night my Dreams my Griefs renew, 
Still ſhe is preſent to my Eyes, 
And ftill in vain I, as ſhe flies, 


O'er Woods, and Plains, and Seas, the ſcornful Maid purſue- 
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HoR Ar. L IB. I. EIS r. IV. 


Ad ALBIUM TIBULL UM. 


Lbi, noſtrorum Sermonum candide judex, 
Quid nunc te dicam facere in regione Pedan4 

Scribere quod Coſsi Parmenſis opuſcula vincat ? 
An tacitum ſylvas inter reptare ſalubres. 
Curantem quicquid dignum ſapiente bonoque eſt ? 
Non tu corpus eras fine pectore. Di tibi formam, 
Di tibi divitias dederant, artemque fruendi. 
Quid voveat dulci nutricula majus alumno, 
Quim ſapere, & fari ut poſſit quæ ſentiat, & utque 
Gratia, fama, valetudo contingat abundè. 
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- . Horacr, Boch I. Epiſt. IV. 
1 Imitated. 
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> k To RICHARD THORNHILL, Ef; T 


6 HORNHILL, whom doubly to my Heart commend 
y The Critic's Art, and Candor of a Friend, 
H Say what thou doſt in thy Retirement find, 
"3 $ Worthy the Labours of thy active Mind; 
; Whether the Tragic Muſe infpires thy Thought, 
3 To emulate what moving. OTI/AY wrote ; 
2 


Or whether to the Covert of ſome Grove 

Thou and thy Thoughts do from the World remove, 
Where to thy ſelf thou all thoſe Rules doſt ſhow, 
That good Men ought to practiſe, or wiſe know. 
For ſure thy Maſs of Man is no dull Clay, 

But well inform'd with the Celeſtial Ray. 

15 The bounteous Gods, to thee compleatly kind, 
Ina fair Frame inclos'd thy fairer Mind; 

And tho' they did profuſely Wealth beſtow, 
They gave thee the true Uſe of Wealth to know. 
Could ev'n the Nurſe wiſh for her darling Boy 

A Happineſs which, thou doſt not enjoy, 


— 


T Who fought the Duel with Sir Cholmondley Deering. 
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Et mundus victus, non deficiente erumendã? 
Inter ſpem, curamque, timores inter & iras, 
Omnem crede diem tibi diluxiſſe ſupremum. 
Grata ſuperveniet, quæ non ſperabitur, hora. 
Me pinguem, & nitidum bent curata cute viſes, 
Cam ridere voles Epicuri de grege por cum. 
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What can her fond Ambition ask beyond 
A Soul by Wiſdom's nobleſt Precepts crown'd ? 
X To this fair Speech, and happy Utt'rance join'd, 
1 T' unlock the ſecret Treaſures of the Mind, 
2 And make the Bleſſing common to Mankind. 
On theſe let Health and Reputation wait, 
The Favour of the Virtuous and the Great. 
A Table chearfully and cleanly ſpread, 
Stranger alike to Riot and to Need: 
Such an Eſtate as no Extremes may know, 
A free and juſt Diſdain for all Things elſe below. 
* Amidſt uncertain Hopes, and anxious Cares, 
3 Tumult'ous Strife, and miſerable Fears, 
* Prepare for all Events thy conſtant Breaſt, 
And let each Day be to thee as thy laſt. 
That Morning's Dawn will with new Pleaſure riſe, 
= Whoſe Light ſhall unexpected bleſs thy Eyes. 
Me, when to Town in Winter you repair, 
Batt'ning in Eaſe you'll find, ſleek, freſh, and fair; 
1 Me, who have learn'd from EPICURUS' Lore, 
To ſnatch the Bleſſings of the flying Hour, 
Whom ev'ry Friday at the Vine + you'll find 
His true Diſciple, and your faithful Friend. 


2 


— 


T The Vine Tavern in Long- Acre, 


9 x. 


C 


| 
| 
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UNTIO. 


Spina gravis nitidi floris amore calet. 
Protinus armorum ponit pacatior iras, 

Et jam blanda ſuz porrigit ora Rofz. 
Ut videt alternis ambas concurrere votis, 

Quz regit hortorum maxima FLORA, vices 
Fzlices jubet hinc coeant in fœdera, utriſque 
Unus, & ex Uno ſtemmate ſurgat honos. 

Tu decus æternum, dixit, mea, da, Roſa, Spinæ, 

Et tu perpetuam protege, Spina, Roſam. 


O 


WHO 1 


UM Roſa purpureo ſuffunditur ora rubore, 27 


PozmMs on ſeveral Octafions, 27 


WWS 
(= "DE 3 5 
8 e 


The UNION. 


IW. rich in brighteſt Red the bluſhing Roſe 

Her freſheſt op' ning Beauties did diſcloſe; 

| bs + Her, the rough Thif/e, from a neighb'ring Field, 

+; „Wich fond Deſires and Lover's Eyes beheld: 

Strait the fierce Plant lays by his pointed Darts, 

And woos the gentle Flow'r with ſofter Arts, 

& Kindly e heard, and did his Flame approve, 

And own'd the Warrior worthy of Ber Love. 

7 FLORA, whoſe happy Laws the Seaſons guide, 

Who does in Fields and painted Meads preſide, 

And crowns the Gardens with their flow'ry Pride, 

With Pleaſure ſaw the wiſhing Pair combine, 

To favour what their Goddeſs did deſign, 

And bid them in eternal UNION join. 

Henceforth, ſhe ſaid, in each returning Year, 

One Stem the Thi//e and the Roſe ſhall bear: 

The Thif/e's laſting Grace, Thou, O my Ro/e ! ſhalt be 

The warlike Thi/tle's Arms, a ſure Defence to Thee. 
C3.-: A Game 


; 
; 


—_ <> L « 


Companion, whom ſhe calls Caprain, 


28 Po EMS on ſeveral Occaſion ons. 


e 8 2 N N 


A GAME at FLaATs. 
A Son d. 7 


7Hile SAPHO with harmonious Airs 
Her dear PHILENIS charms, 
With equal Joy the Nymph appears 
Diſſolving in his Arms. 


Thus to themſelves-alone they are 
What all Mankind can give; 
Alternately the happy Pair 
All grant, and All receive. 


Like the Twin-Stars, ſo fam'd for Friends, 
Who ſet by Turns, and riſe; 

When one to THETIS Lap deſcends, 
His Brother mounts the Skies. 


With happier Fate and kinder Care, 
Theſe Nymphs by Turns do reign, 


While till the falling does prepare 


The riſing to ſuſtain. 


The Joys of either Sex in Love, 
In each of them we read, 

Succeſhve each, to each does prove, 
Fierce Youth and yielding Maid. 


— ——— 9 bn * — OG... *. 


le, and a Lady her 
EPIGRAM 


+ Theſe Stanxas were made on Mrs. B 
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EPIGRAM 0 the Two New 
MemBers for BRAuRER, 1708. 


HO! in the Commons- Houſe you did prevail, 
Good Sir C/eve Moore, and gentle Maſter Hale; 
Yet, on good Luck, be cautious of relying, 
Burgeſs for Bramber is no Place to die in. 
Your Predeceſſors have been oddly fated ; 
Agill and Shippen have been both tran/lated. 


On Coprrur mr 
Done from the Latin of J. Gerbard . 


Any that once, by Fortune's Bounty rear'd, 
Amidft the Wealthy and the Great appear'd; 
Have wiſely from thoſe envy'd Heights declin'd, 
Have ſunk to that juſt Level of Mankind, 
Where nor too little, nor too much gives the true Peace 
of Mind. 


1 


— 


+ In his Meditationes Sacre, | 
C3 On 


20 Por us on Meral . 


On the laſt Judgment, and the Happineſs 
of the Saints in Heaven. 


Done from the Latin of J. Gerhard. 


N that bleſs'd Day, from ev'ry Part, the Juſt, 
Rais'd from the liquid Deep or mould'ring Duſt, 
The various Products of Time's fruitful Womb, 
All of paſt Ages, preſent and to come, 
In ſull Aſſembly ſhall at once reſort, 
And meet within high Heaven's capacious Court: 
There famous Names rever'd in Days of old, 
.Qur great Fore-fathers there we ſhall behold, 
From whom old Stocks and Anceſtry began, 
And worthily in long Succeſſion ran 
The reverend Sires with Pleaſure ſhall we greet, * 
Attentive hear, while faithful they repeat 
Full many a virtuous Deed, and many a noble Feat. 
There, all thoſe tender Ties, which here below, 
Or Kindred, or more ſacred Friendſhip know, 
Firm, conſtant, and unchangeable ſhall grow. 
Refin'd from Paſſion, and the Dregs of Senſe, 
A better, truer, dearer Love from thence, 
Its everlaſting Being ſhall commence: 
There, like their Days, their Joys ſhall ne*er be done, 
No Night ſhall riſe, to ſhade Heav'n's glorious Sun, 
But one eternal Holy- Day go on. 


Iz | * 5 | 
. PO EMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 31 
M0 


EPILOGUE, to the Incons TANT: 
Or, The Way to Win Him. A Comedy. 
By Mr. FaRQunaAR. As It was 
acted at the Theatre Royal in Drury- 

Lane, 17043. 


Spoken by Mr. W1L Xs. 


Rom FiETCHastr's great Original t, To Day 
We took the Hint of this our Medern Play: 
Our Author, from his Lines, has ſtrove to paint 
A Witty, Wild, Inconſtant, Free Gallant: 
With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, 
With Language, and with Softneſs fram'd to move, 
With little Truth, but with a World of Love. 
Such Forms on Maids in Morning-Slumbers wait, 
When Fancy firſt inſtructs their Hearts to beat, 
When firſt they wiſh, and ſigh for what they know 
not yet, 
Frown not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers may 
Reach your cold Hearts by ſome unguarded Way ; 
Let ViLLEROY's Misfortune make you Wiſe, 
There's Danger ſtill in Darknefs and Surprize ; 


— — — 


4 


+ See, The Wild-Goſe Chace, 
C4 Tho! 
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Tho' from his Rampart he defy'd the Foe, 
Prince Eucexs found an Aquedu#t below. 
With eaſy Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, 
- A prefling Lover ſeldom wants Succeſs : 
Whilſt the Reſpectful, like the Greet fits down, 
And waſtes a ten Year's Siege before one Town. 
For her own Sake, let no forſaken Maid, 
Our Wanderer, for want of Love, upbraid; 
Since 'tis a Secret, none ſhou'd e'er confeſs, 
That they have loſt the happy Power to pleaſe. 
If you ſuſpe& the Rogue inclin'd to break, 
Break firſt, and ſwear you've turn'd him off a Week; 
As Princes, when they reſty States-Men doubt, 
Before they can ſurrender, turn 'em out. 
Whate'er you think, grave Uſes may be made, 
As much, even for Inconſtancy be ſaid. 
Let the good Man for Marriage Rites deſign'd, 
With ſtudious Care, and Diligence of Mind, 
Turn over every Page of Womankind ; 
Mark every Senſe, and how the Readings vary, 
And when he knows the worſt on't, let him Marry. 


ProLOGUE 


q 


— 
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* PRroLoGUE 70 the GaMESTER: A 
Comedy. By Mrs. CENTLIvRE. As 
it was acted at the New Theatre in 


2 Lincolns-Inn Fields. 1704. 
SF Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON. 


o F humble Wives, that drag the Marriage Chain, 
E With curſed dogged Husbands may complain; 
If turn'd at large to ſtarve, as we by you, 

They may, at leaſt, for Alimony ſue. 

Know, we reſolve to make the Caſe our own, 
Between the Plantiff Stage, and the Defendant Town, 
When firſt you took us from our Father's Houſe, 
And lovingly aur Intereſt did eſpouſe, 

You kept us fine, careſs'd, and lodg'd us here, 
And Honey-Moon held out above three Year ; 

At length, for Pleaſures known do ſeldom laſt, 
Frequent Enjoyment pall'd your ſprightly Taſte; 
And tho' at firſt you did not quite neglect, 

We found your Love was dwindled to Reſpect. 
Sometimes, indeed, as in your Way it fell, 


You ſtopp'd, and call'd to ſee if we were well. 
C 5 Now, 


Fo 
1 
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Now, quite eſtrang'd, this wretched Place you ſhun, 
Like bad Wine, Buſineſs, Duels, and a Dun. * 
Have we for this increas'd Apollo's Race ? 3 

Been often pregnant with your Wits Embrace ? 2 

And borne you many chopping Babes of Grace ? 

Some ugly Toads we had, and that's the Curſe, 

They were ſo like you, that they far'd the worſe; 
For this to Night, we are not much in Pain, 
Look bn't, and if you like it, entertain: 

If all the Midwife ſays, of it, be true, 

There are ſome Features too like ſome of you: 
For us, if you thiak fitting to forſake it, 

We mean to run away, and let the Pariſh take it. 
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EPILOGUE 
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EPILOGUE fFpoken by Mrs Baxxr, 
at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, 
April the 7th, 1709. at her playing 
nin Love for Love with Mrs. BRAcE- 
bx, for the Benefit of Mr. Bxr- 


TERTON, 


S ſome brave Knight, who once with Spear and 
Shield £ 
Had ſought Renown in many a well-fought Field; 
But now no more with ſacred Fame inſpir'd, I 
Was to a peaceful Hermitage retir'd : 
There, if by Chance diſaſt'rous Tales he hears, 
Of Matrons Wrongs, and captive Virgins Tears, 
He feels ſoft Pity urge his gen'rous Breaſt, 
And vows once more to ſuccour the Diſtreſs'd, 
© Buckl'd in Mail, he fallies on the Plain, 
And turns him to the Feats of Arms gain. 


Have bid once more our peaceful Homes adieu, 
To aid o THOMAS, and to pleaſure you, 
C6 Like 


So we, to former Leagues of Friendſhip true, 8 
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Like errant Damſels, boldly we engage, 

Arm'd, as you ſee, for the defenceleſs Stage. 
Time was, when this good Man no Help did lack, 
And ſcorn'd that any She ſhould hold his Back ; 
But -now, ſo Age and Frailty have ordain'd, 

By * two at once he's forc'd to be ſuſtain'd. 
You ſee what Failing Nature brings Man to; 
And yet let none inſult, for ought we know, 
She may not wear ſo weil with ſome -of -you. 
Tho' old, you find his Strength is not clean paſt, 
But true as Steel he's Mettle to the laſt. 

If better he perform'd in Days of Yore, 

Yet now he gives you all that's in his Power; 
What can the youngeſt of you all do more ? 


What he has been, tho? preſent Praiſe be dumb, 
Shall haply be a Theme in Times to come, 
As now we talk of ROSCIUS, and of Nome. 
Had you with-held your Favours on this Night, 
Old SHAK ESPE ARE's Ghoſt had riſen to do him Right. 
With Indignation had you ſeen him frown N | 
Upon a worthleſs, witleſs, taftleſs Town; 1 
Griev'd and repining, you had heard him ſay, ; ; 


Why are the Muſes Labours caſt away ? 

Why did I write what only he could play ? 

But fince, like Friends to Wit, thus throng'd you meet, 

Go on and make the gen'rous Work compleat ; - $ 


— 
— — 


* Mrs, Barry and Mrs, Bracegirdle claſp bim round the Waiſt. 
Be 
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Bie true to Merit, and till own his Cauſe, 

> Find ſomething for him more than bare Applauſe, 
Ina juſt Remembrance of your Pleaſures paſt, 

Be kind, and give him a Diſcharge at laſt, 

1 In Peace and Eaſe Life's Remnant let him wear, 

. And hang his conſecrated Buskin “ there. 


0 


—— * 


— * Pointing to the Top of the Stage, 


: | Colix's 
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Coll N's COMPLAINT, 
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A SONG. 
To the Tune of, Grim King of the Ghoſts. 


| 

| Eſpairing beſide a clear Stream, 
1 A Shepherd forſaken was laid; 
And while a falſe Nymph was his Theme, 
i A Willow ſupported his Head. | 

| The Wind that blew over the Plain, 15 

To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply; fi 

And the Brook, in return to his Pain, 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas, filly Swain that I was! 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, | 
When Arfſt I beheld that fair Face, « 
"T were better by far I had dy'd. 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear Tongue; 
When fhe ſmil'd, twas a Pleaſure too great. 
I liſten'd; and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet ? 
| Ho 
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'J 3 Brow fooliſh was I to believe 

. She could doat on ſo lowly a Clown, 

Nor that her fond Heart would not grieve 

18 To forſake the fine Folk of the Town ? 

To think that a Beauty ſo gay, 

# So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 
25 go clad like our Maidens in Gray, 
Or live in a Cottage on Love? 


1 


What tho' I have Skill to complain, 
Tho' tie Muſes my Temples have crown'd; 
What tho' when they hear my ſoft Strain, 
| The Virgins fit weeping around. 
TX Ah, COLIN, thy Hopes are in vain, 
Thy Pipe and thy Laurel refign ; 
Thy falſe one inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Muſic is ſweeter than thine. 


& And you, my Companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid. 
Tho' thro' the wide World I ſhould range, 
'Tis in vain from my Fortune to fly, 
"Twas hers to be falſe and to change, 
"Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In her Breaſt any Pity is ſound, 

Let her come with the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the Ground, 


2 The 


. 
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The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 3 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew ; 1 

And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 9 
Let her own that her Shepherd was true. 2 


Then to her new Love let her go, 
And deck her in Golden Array, ** 


Be fineſt at ev'ry fine Show, 4 
And frolic it all the long Day; * 
While COLIN, forgotten and gone, 3s 
No more ſhall be talk'd of, or ſeen, 94 
Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon, 2 
His Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green. 
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| EriGRAM n α Lady who ſhed. 


her Pater at ors the Tragedy 
of Caro. 


\ Hil maudlin Whigs deplore their CATO's Fate, 
V Still with dry Eyes the Tory CELTA fate: 


& But tho her Pride forbad her Eyes to flow, 
The guſhing Waters found a Vent below. 


Tho! ſecret yet with copious Streams ſhe mourns, 

Like Twenty River-Gods with all their Urns. 

Let others ſcrew an hypocritic Face, 

She ſhews her Grief in a ſincerer Place! 

Here Nature reigns, and Paſſion void of Art; 

For this Road leads directly to the Heart. 


Tmitated in Latin. 


Lorat fata ſui dum cætera Turba Catonis, 
Ecce! oculis ſiccis Cælia fixa ſedet; 
At quanquam lachrymis faſtus vetat ora rigari, 
Invenere viam qui per opaca fluant: 
Clam dolet illa quidem, manat tamen humor abund?, 
Numinis ex Urni, ceu fluvialis aqua; 
Diſtorquent aliæ vultus, ſimulantque dolorem : 
Quæ magęè ſincera eſt Cælia parte dolet. 
Qui mera natura eſt, non perſonata per artem, 
Quaque itur reQa cordis ad ima vii, 
MECZENAS, 
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Earl of HaLirax, 1714. Bein 


noble Order of the Garter. 


HOEBUS and CASAR once conſpir'd to grace 
A noble Knight, of ancient Tuſcan Race. 

The Monarch, greatly conſcious of his Worth, 
From Books and his Retirement call'd him forth; 
Adorn'd the Patriot with the Civic Crown, 
The Conſul's Faſces, and Patrician Gown: 
The World's whole Wealth he gave him, to beſtow, 
And teach the Streams of Treaſure where to flow: 
To him he bad the ſuppliant Nations come, 

And on his Counſels fix'd the Fate of Nome. 


And tune high Numbers to the vocal String, 


The God of Wit, who taught him firſt to ſing, 
With jealous Eyes beheld the bounteous King. 


Forbear, 


NN eee 


VERSES, Ocrcaſroned by the Hononrs 4 
conferred on the Right Honourable the IX 


that Tear inſtalled K nicht of the _ 4 


e 
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Forbear, he cry'd, to rob me of my Share; 
Dur common Fav'rite is our common Care. 
Honour and Wealth thy grateful Hand may give; 
Bat PHOEBUS only bids the Poet live. 

The Service of his faithful Heart is thine ; 
There let thy ZFULTAN Star an Emblem ſhine; 
ZZ His Mind, and her Imperial Seat, are mine. 

Then bind his Brow, ye The/pian Maids, he ſaid, 
2 The willing Muſes the Command obey'd, 

7 And wove the Deathleſs Laurel for his Head. 


Db bot bobtiob bob bOtOtS 


ZEPIGRAM, on the PRINCE of 
Wales's appearing at the FIRE in 
Spring-Garden, 1716, 


HY GUARDIAN, bleſt Britannia, ſcorns to Sleep, 
When the ſad Subjects of his Father Weep, 

Weak Princes by their Fears increaſe Diſtreſs; 

He faces Danger, and ſo makes it leſs. 

Tyrants on blazing Towns may ſmile with Joy, 

He knows to Save, is greater than Deſtroy. 


DOA 
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For the KN md ay, 28th "i 
May, 1716. 


I. "1 
AY thy flow'ry Garlands by, r 
Ever blooming gentle May! Y, 
Other Honours now are nigh; | | 4 
Other Honours ſee we pay. 1 
Lay thy flow"ry Garlands by, &c. T F 
1 7 
Mijeſty and great Renown | 
Wait thy beamy Brow to crown, © 
Parent of our Hero, thou, 
George on Britain didſt beſtow. * 
Thee the Trumpet, thee the Drum, : q 
With the plumy Helm, become: 8 


Thee the Spear and ſhining Shield, 
With ev'ry Trophy of the warlike Field. 


III. Call 
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„ Fall thy better Bleſſings forth, 
242 For the Honour of his Birth: 


2 Still, the Voice of loud Commotion, 
Bid the complaining Murmurs ceaſe, 


Lay the Billows of the Ocean; 
And compoſe the Land in Peace. 
7 Call thy better, &c. 
9 IV. 
ff 

Queen of Odours, fragant May, 
For this Boon this happy Day, 


Z Fanus with the double Face 
4 Shall to thee reſign his Place, 


Thou ſhalt rule with better Grace: 
ime from thee ſhall wait his Doom, 
\nd thou ſhalt lead the Year for ev'ry Age to come. 


3Y 
Y 


® V. 
Faireſt Month! in Cæſar pride thee, 


1 


Nothing like him canſt thou bring, 
L Tho' the Graces ſmile beſide thee : 
| Tho' thy Bounty gives the Spring. 


VI. 


Tho' like Flora thou array thee, 
2 Finer than the painted Bow; 
Carolina ſhall repay thee 
All thy Sweetneſs, all thy Show, 


1! She ; 
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She herſelf a Glory greater 
Than thy golden Sun diſcloſes ; 
And her ſmiling Offspring ſweeter 
Than the Bloom of all thy Roſes. 


EPILOGUE, 0 The Cruel Gift. 4 | IT 
Tragedy. By Mrs. CENT LIVRE. _ 
As it was acted at the Theatre Royal . 
in Drury-Lane, 1717. q 


Spoken by Mrs. OLDrFigLD. 


ELL,.-"twas a narrow Scape my Lover made 

That Cup and Me/ſagtmmmml was fore afraid —— 
Was that a Preſent for a new made Widow, 
All in her diſmal Dumps, like doleful DID O? 
When one peep'd in—and hop'd for ſomething good, 
There was oh! Gad ! a naſty Heart and Blood f. 
If the old Man had ſhew'd himſelf a Father, 
His Boro ſhould have inclos'd a Cordia/ rather, 
Something to chear me up amidſt my Trance, 
L'Eau de Barbad? or comfortable Nants Þ ! 
He thought he paid it off with being ſmart, 
And to be witty, cry'd, he'd ſend the Heart. 


T This Tragedy was founded upon the Story of 5 and 
Cui ſcardo, one of Boecace's Novels; wherein the Heart of the 
Lever, is ſent by the Father to his Daughter, as a Preſent. 

1 i. e. Citren- Mater and good Brandy, 

: I could 
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I could have told his Gravity, moreover, | 


<-— 


Were I our Sex's Secrets to diſcover, 
'Tis what we never look for in a Lover. 
Let but the Bridegroom prudently provide 
All other Matters fitting for a Bride, 
So he make good the Jewels and the Fointure, 
To miſs the Heart, does ſeldom diſappoint her. 
Faith, for the Faſhion Hearts of late are made in, 
They are the vileſt Baubles we can trade in. 
Where are the tough brave BRITONS to be found, 
| With Hearts of Oak, ſo much of Old renown'd ? 
How many worthy Gentlemen of late 
7 Swore to be true to Mot her- Church and State; 
When their fal/e Hearts were ſecretly maintaining 
Von trim King PEPIN, at Avignon reigning ? 
Shame on the canting Crew of Soul-Inſurers 
That Tyburn-Tribe of ſpeech-making Non. jurors; 
Who in new-fangled Terms, old Truths explaining, 
Teach honeſt Eng/i/bmen, damn'd Double Meaning. 
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Oh! would you loſt Integrity reſtore | 
And boaſt that Faith your plain Fore-Fathers bore ; 
What furer Pattern can you hope to find, 


Than that dear PLEDGE * your MONARCH left behind! 3 
See how his Looks his boneſt Heart explain, | 77 
And ſpeak the Bleſſings of his future Reign ! | 


In his each Feature, Truth, and Candour trace, 
'þ And read Plain Dealing written in his Face. 


— 
— 


* The Prince of N ales then preſent. 
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PROLOGUVE, to the Non. Juror. 4 
Comedy. By Mr. Cibber. As it was | 
Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury- | 


Lane. 1718. 


Spoken by Mr. WILXS. 


O Night, ye Whigs and Tories both be ſafe, 
Nor hope at one another's Coſt to laugh, 

We mean to ſouſe old Satan and the Pope ; 
They've no Relations here, nor Friends, we hope. 
A Tool of theirs ſupplies the Comic Stage 
With juſt Materials for Satyrick Rage: 
Nor think our Colours may too ſtrongly paint 
The ſtiff Non-Furing Separation Saint. 
Good Breeding ne'er commands: us to be civil 
To thoſe who give the Nation to the Devil; 
Who at our ſureſt, beſt Foundation ſtrike, 
And hate our Monarch and our Church alike ; 
Our Church, —which aw'd with Reverential Fear, 
Scarcely the Muſe preſumes to mention here. 
2 | Long 
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Long may She Theſe her worſt of Foes defy, 

X And lift her Mitred Head triumphant to the Sky : 
= While their But Satire filently diſdains 

To name, what lives not, but in Madmen's Brains. 
Like Bawds, each lurking Paſtor ſeeks the Dark, 
And fears the Juſtice's enquiring Clerk. 

in cloſe back Rooms his routed Flocks he rallies, 
And reigns the Patriarch of blind Lanes and Allies. 
© There ſafe, he lets his thund'ring Cenſures fly, 
Unchriſtens, damns us, gives our Laws the Lie, 
And excommunicates 'Three-Stories high. 

Why, fince a Land of Liberty they hate, 

Still will they linger in this Free born State? 
Here, ev'ry Hour, freſh, hateful, Objects riſe, 
Peace, and Proſperity afflict their Eyes: 

With Anguiſh, Prince, and People they ſurvey, 
Their juſt Obedience, and His righteous Sway. 
Ship off, ye Slaves, and ſeek ſome Paſſive Land, 
Where Tyrants after your own Hearts command. 
To your Tran/alpine Maſter's Rule reſort, 

And fill an empty Abdicated Court : 

Turn your Poſſeſſions here to ready Rhino, 

And buy ye Lands and Lordſhips at Urbins. 
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Vans Es made to a Simile 7 * 
Mr. Por rs 


HEN at our Houſe the Servants brawl, 
And raiſe an Uproar in the Hall; 
When Jobn the Butler, and our Mary, 
About the Plate and Linen vary ; 

Till the ſmart Dialogue grows rich, 

In fneaking Dog! and ugly Bitch ! 

Down comes my Lady like the Devil, 

And makes em filent all and civil. 

Thus Canon clears the cloudy Air, 


And ſcatters Tempeſts brewing there : | I. 
Thus Bullies ſometimes keep the Peace, : 
And one Scold makes another ceaſe, | 14 
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1 ! Upon N1COLINI and VALENTINIS 
= firſt coming to the Houſe in the Hay- 
= Market. 


* ; 


5 Mpbien ſtrikes the Vocal Lyre, 
3 And ready at his Call, 

2 Harmonious Brick and Stone conſpire 
y To raife the Theban Wall. 


* 
- 
o 


II. 


In Emulation of his Praiſe 


Two Latian Signiors come, by 
A ſinking Theatre to raiſe 1 
And prop Vans tott ring Dome, 1 


III. 


But how this laſt ſhould come to paſs * 
Mluſt ſtill remain unknown, 
Since theſe poor Gentlemen, alas! 
Bring neither Brick nor Stone, 4 
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An 2 on the N 5 


UNE 


Manner of LIVING 


WITH 


GREAT MEN. 


AN 
Imitation of M. Bruyere. 


Wy Pts of Rank is highly neceſſary for 
the Economy of the World, and was 
never called in Queſtion but by Barbarians © 
and Enthuſiaſts, 


- | A juſt | 


«4 
* 
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A- juſt Conſideration for the ſeveral De- 
grees of Men, as the Orders of Providence 
have placed them above us, 1s uſeful not only 
to the correcting of our Manners and keeping 


our Common Converſation in the Bounds of 


Politeneſs and Civility, but has even a better 
Conſequence in diſpoſing the Mind to a Re- 
ligious Humility. 

In obſerving Step by Step the ſeveral De- 
grees of Excellency above us, we arrive in- 
ſenſibly at laſt, to the Contemplation of the 
ſupreme Perfection. 

It has been ſaid that Inequality of Condi- 
tion is a Bar to Friendſhip; but why are not 
the Links of a Chain continued as well Per- 
pendicularly as Horizontally? 

Moſt Men are indeed rather inclined to 
live in the Terms of Civility than Friend- 
ſhip ; it is ſufficient for their Intereſt to have 
no Enemies, and they find it for their Eaſe 
to have no Obligations without Doors, that. 
is, out of themſelves. 

There are ſome People who naturally love 
to do Good and contribute to the Happineſs 
of their Fellow Creatures; but how Rare! 

e D 3 If 


54 An Eſſay on the Manner of cl 

If there cannot be what is called Friend- i 
ſhip between a Great and a Private Man, 
there may be ſomething almoſt equivalent to FB 
it, while there is Beneficence on one Part, and A 8 
Gratitude on the other. 3 

CRITO muſt be a miſerable Man, wo 
never was known to have a Friend even among 
Men of his own Degree. He is Rich, he is 
Great, he has Wit; any of theſe three Qua- 
lities would have got another Man either 
Friends or Followers. He has not good Na- 
ture, 2 
Paul IN us is Affable, juſt to his Word, 
Generous, Serviceable: He has no Enemies, 
but thoſe that are ſo to Virtue and to their 
Country; he has Friends amongſt thoſe of his 
own Rank, and Followers amongſt his Infe- 
riors, who take a Pleaſure in his Protection. 
He has good Nature. * 

A Great Man, who has a delicate Under- 
ſtanding, cannot find a ſufficient Number for 
his Converfation among thoſe of his own. + 
Quality. A 

AR1$STUS is a great Genius for Politicks; i . 
and he finds among the Miniſtry, Heads ca- 


foe of forming the greateſt and wiſeſt De- 
| ſigns. 


Living with Great Men. 3 
2 figns. It is with them he concerts what is 
Y for the Advantage of his Prince and Country. 
But he has a Taſte for Muſic, Painting and 
WSculprure ; he is perfectly a Maſter of all the 
© fine Parts of Learning. He chuſes to ſpend 
[ whole Days with Ly c1DAs, a Man not of 
34 his own Quality, but one to whom Nature 
and Induſtry have given what they could give. 
4 LyciDAs was born with great Advan- 
1 tage for Knowledge; he has improved 

3 ” thoſe Advantages; he has a Wit admirably 
I well turned; a ſound and exact Judgment; 
be thinks, ſpeaks and writes with the utmoſt 
Politeneſs; and with all theſe, he has ſo much 
Gentleneſs in his Nature, and Sweetneſs in his 


it were poſſible he might be a Fool. In ſhort, 
it is neceſſary to a Great Man who would 
4 de compleatly happy, to have ſuch a Friend 
or Companion, call it which you will. 

N Going into the Company of great Men, is 
lle going into the other World; you ought 

f to ſtay till you are called. 
What Impatience have ſome People to preſs 
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7 Manners, that one ſhould love him, though 


: into Converſations, where it is impoſlible they 
| ould be caſy. | 


* * 
— 1 
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56 An Eſſay on the Manner of 
BuyALvus was never cut out for a Cour- 
tier; why will he always be making Parties l 1 
to dine with great Lords? He might have 
lived well with any ſort of People, bating * 
Lords. He has a pleaſant Wit; he has Hu- 
mour, and is very often agreeable in his Con- 
verſation, but then he is variable; he has loved 
and hated all his Acquaintance round. He i; 
Violent, a great Stranger to Patience, and a 
Mortal Enemy to Contradiction. He would 
have made a notable Tyrant, and Flatterers 
would have a good Time of it in his Reign. 
If I confider my own Intereſt, what have 
I to do with People who take it to be their 
Privilege and Birth-right to inſult ne. 
What Slavery is it to a Ridiculous Vanity X 
to hunt after the Converſation of inſolent 
Greatneſs! What Eaſe, what Peace, what 
Happineſs does a Man forego, who might 
be uſed as he pleaſes among his Equals, and 
"yet chuſes to put himſelf upon the Rack, to | * 
make a Lord laugh 4 
Great Men expect the leſſer People ſhould | 
have that Complaiſance for them as to be of 
their Opinion,or at leaſt that thoſe who Jepend 4 
”_ them, ſhould ſubmit blindly to their 
No tions 


'F 


d 


Living with Great Men. 37 
Notions of Right and Wrong; this is a Pri- 
vilege we do not allow the Prieſthood them- 
e ſelves, and yet they derive their Authority 
2 from the Higheſt. 

We allow there is a true Reaſon of State, 
and a true Religion to be followed; but nei 
d ther all Prieſts, nor all States-men have right 
i; Notions of them. They would have. the 
2 World of the ſame Opinion with the Man 
d Y in Horace, 


e * CScire Deos quoniam proprius contingit, oportet. 


But we have an unlucky Proverb againſt 

them in Engliſh. 

the nearer the Church (or Court) the farther from 

Y God and (it may be) the Princes Service. 

| 5 

Common Decency and good Manners re- 
|? quires a Deference to our Superiours, and if 

| # they have ſomething in them inſufferable, we 
may avoid coming where they are. 


If one cannot bear the chattering of Ba Bu- 
Lus, his inſipid Gaiety, his perpetual ado with 
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3 An Eſay on the Manner of 
his Family, 


his Hiſtory of their particular 
- Honours, his Peeviſhneſs, his Intrigues, and q 
his Raillery; there is one eaſy Remedy, ſhun Þ 
him; the World is wide enough. AY \ 
The Ambition of being intimate with ou. 
Betters runs thro? moſt weak Underſtandings 3 
Go down in theStage-Coach with the Par- N 
ſon's Wife, the tells you of all the Sirs and the 
Ladies in her Country, How often ſhe goes ib 
| ſee em, — bat they are continually ſending. * 
for ber, How they breed their Son- 
-and what they give their Daughters : 
But my Lord Biſhop* Lady does not live, if 
be is not once a Week at And one odd | 8 
Thing, which you, may be, will bardly believe, f 
A. 
] 


He never went to the Aſſizes without her. 3 
So the He and She Citizen, with my Lord 
Mayor's Couſin, my Lord Mayor's Couſin's 
Couſin. | 
-- Beneficence ſeems to be ſo inſeparable from 

F 


true Greatneſs that one might, not unaptly, 1 
define it, a large Power of doing Good, and 
if the Will is not inclined to the Exerciſe of | 4 
that Power, it had as good not be, as not to A 

be put to its proper Uſe, 1 


/ 


"Living with Great Men. 59 
3 Why ſhould any one be called a great Man, 
J who is rarely ſerviceable to others, who ſel- 
dom does good to the Worthy ? But the 
World impoſes upon him and themſelves too 
A call him a Great Man, and he. is not ſo. 
Neceflity makes ſome People bow; and 
Fear makes moſt People ſtand at a diſtance, 
4 and fay nothing. 
The Exceſſes and Vices of great Men, ſet 
Fatal and Ruinous Examples to their Infe- 
riors, and one might wiſh, upon this Occa- 
how that their Acquaintance and Converſa- 
tions were confined to one another. 


fv 
F & 


1 Ci zo is Noble, has a vaſt Eſtate, and 


þ Abe n 


erat Employ ments; he builds, buys Pictures, 


fine Furniture; he plays deep, keeps Horſes, 
and lives Magnificently; he leaves a plentiful 
I Fortune and an eaſy Family behind him. 
> Dori1LAas is a private Man, of a free 
and independent Condition; he lives like 
23 CLxroN, he Mortgages his Eſtate, he be- 


comes a Slave, he depends upon others, he 
zs undone, his Poſterity curſe him. 


* Great Men have many things which attract 
= firſt our Admiration, and then our Affections, 
F and ſome People live ſafely and pleaſant] 

3 D 6 with 


60 An Eſſay on the Manner, &c. 


with them; but thoſe who never converſe with 
them, are exempt from the Power of many | 


Paſſions, and are free from the Pains of many 


Afflictions. 

All Human Greatneſs had a Beginning, it 
has ſometimes been founded upon Honeſty; 
if I am charmed with it, why ſhould I not 
rather attempt to be one of thoſe Great Ones, 
whoſe Condition I ſo much admire, than be 
contented with a ſecond Place, a Pen 
upon them. 

There is a Viriuous as well as a Vicious De- 
fire of Greatneſs. 


* BOILEAU's Writings, 


[ And the Tranſlation of the LurR IN. 
9 


S 1 Ry 
1 F Criticizing other People's Works, ef» 
pecially living, and late, Authors, were 
not a Taſk that I am by no means inclined 
to; I ſhould have ſooner anſwered your De- 
fire, and told you what I thought of Mon- 
ſieur 


62 Some Account of BOII TA vu, 
fieur BorLtav's Lutrin, and the Tranſla- 
tion of it into Engliſb Verſe z which you did 
me the Favour to ſend me in Writing. 

M. BOILE AU and his Works, eſpeci- 
ally this of his Lutrin, are of ſo great a 
Name in the World, that I think it a pretty 
bold Attempt to endeavour to tranſlate him ; 
not but that I muſt confeſs,” I know but few 
Hands could have ſucceeded better than this 
Gentleman has done . 

Amongſt that little which I have read of 
the French Poetry, Monſieur BOILEA U 
ſeems to me without Compariſon to have 
had the fineſt and the trueſt Taſte of the 
beſt Authors of Antiquity ; his violent Paſſion 
for them, and famous Diſputes in their be- 
half, are too well known to be told over 
again now. It is very certain he had them 
fo perpetually in his Eye, that he form'd 

moſt of his Poetical Writings ſo cloſely after 
their Models, that in many of them, eſpe- 
cially his Satires, he can hardly pretend to the 
Honour of any thing more, than having 
Rene tranſlated them well; and I am apt to 
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* Mr. Sar. It is Printed for Earl in the 
as 
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and his Writings. © 63 
believe, that if the Deſign of the Lutrin be 
indie his own, and Modern, it is becauſe 
there was nothing in the Antient Poetry of 
this kind for him to draw after. However, 
2 it is very plain that, even in this, VI RGII. 
has been of great uſe to him, and ſupply'd 
him with ſome of his fineſt Images. To 
mention one Particular only, every Body 
may ſee, that his Fury who ſets the good 
People at PARIS together by the Ears, is 
a a manifeſt Copy of Alx ro in the ſeventh 
Eneid; or indeed is rather taken from Juno 
and AL Ero together, as both contriving and 
2 executing the Miſchief her ſelf. I will not 
pretend to give you a Critical Account of 
this Kind of MOC KHEROIC Poetry, if it 
can be called a Kind that is ſo New in the 


i few Inſtances. I call it New becauſe I take 
a Secchia of TASSO NI to be the firſt of 
2 this 


— 
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——__ 


* La Secchia Rapita: (Tus Rarz or Thy BUCKET,) 
> ſays Mr. Daypen in his Preface to Juvenal, is an [ta- 

lian Satire of the Yarronian kind: The Words are ſtately, 
the Numbers ſmooth, the Turn both of Thoughts and 
Words is happy. The firſt fix Lines of the Stanza ſeem 


I World, and of which we have had ſo 
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64 Some Account of Bore av, 
'this ſort that was ever written, or at leaſt ® 
that ever I heard of. As for Homer's Bat. 


tle of the Frogs and Mice, I take that only i + 
to be a Tale or Fable, like thoſe of ep, 


amonglt which it is to be found; and ought IF 


rather to be ranked among the Writings of 1 | 


the Mytbologiſts, than thoſe of the Poers, 
Whatever Name or Title the Criticks may 
be pleaſed to dignify or diſtinguiſh this ſort If © 
of Writing with, I am ſure it has had the | 
good Fortune to be very well received: The ſ 5 
Reputation of the LuTRIN in France, and 
the DispExsARV in England, are two of the 
beſt modern Inſtances of Succeſs in Ps 
that can be given. 


Majeſtical and Severe; but the two laſt turn them all into #8 
a pleaſant Ridicule. Boitreau has modelled from 1 
hence his famous Lutrin. Thus far Mr. DRY DEN. 1 | 
To which we ſhall add, that TAss ox i in the Firſt 
Edition called it only La Secchia; but in the future Edi- 7 
tions was added the word Rapita: not only becauſe it was 5 
ſuitable to the Subject, but becauſe it was ſo greedily 
bought. up, that People did as it were rapiſb them from 5 
each other, ſays BRuUG1oTT1 in his Preface to Ax r. 
BARINA, Nephew to Pope UR RAM VIII. 2 
The learned Leo ALLaTIvs, in his Apium Utbanarun | X 
Recenſio, ſays of the ſaid Poem; Lepidiſimum Prema, ſæ- 
pius ac in multi; locis editum. It is Tranſlated likewiſe 
by Mr. Oz EIL, and Sold by Mr. CuRLI. And 
* = 


n . 


and his Writings. 65 


And Amer J have mentioned theſe two 


Poems together, it may not be improper to 
y obſerve, that in the latter of them, tho? 
„ wrote upon a very different Subject, there 
are ſome Paſſages that are plainly Imitations, 


or indeed even Tranſlations of the former: 
® Thoſe who will take the trouble to compare 
them, now they are both in one Language, 
rt will be beſt able to judge, how near the 
ie 7 Tranſlator of the Lutrin comes to the Beau- 
ie ties which all the World has ſo juſtly ad- 
d * mired in Dr. GAR TR. 

je I will not venture to ſay, this Tranſlation 
is the moſt correct and finiſhed Piece of its 
kind chat we have; but I believe moſt People 
to will allow, that the Author of it is perfectly 
m Maſter of Boir.z av, and in ſome Places has 
2 even improved him. To mention that only of, 


i. Dans le Reduit obſcur, cc. 

2 8 in the Covert of a dark Alcove, &c. 

1 I | Canto J. 

r. And fo on for a dozen Verſes; where I think 
4 the Engliſb, at leaſt, Equal, if not Superior 

to the French. 


ſe The general Turn of his Verſe i Is agreeable, 
his 
d 


6 Some Account of Boltrav, 


his Diction poetical, and very proper to the 
Subject; and whatever Faults there may be, 
tney are merely verbal, and may very well be 
received under that good - natured Allowance 3 
which Horace makes for thoſe 4 

— Aas aut incuria fudit, 

Aut bumana parum cavit Natura. 9 
That which indeed to me ſeems moſt lia - 
ble to an Exception, is, that the Gentleman 7 
has taken the liberty in ſome Places to de- 
part from his Author, and to ſubſtitute other 
Perſons, and Things, in the room of thoſe 
which he has left out or changed; and that 
while he ſtill retains the Original Story, and 
keeps the Scene at Paris, he makes ufe of the 
Names of Men and Books in England, un- 
known to, and unthought of by, Monſieur 7 
BofL EA: And particularly in the Battle of 4 
the Books, where he makes uſe of ſome French | 
and ſome Exgliſs. I could have wiſhed in- 
deed, they had all. belonged to one Nation: 
For tho” the Satire upon aur own Country- 
men is very juſt and entertaining, yet I muſt 
always think the Poem would have looked 
more of a piece, if the Names had been al! 


as they are in the Original; or that elſe re- 
moving 
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and his Mritings. 07 

moving the Action and Scene intirely into 

England, the Names of Perſons, Places, Ic. 

had been all Engliſs, and fo the whole had 

been rather an Imitation than a Tranſlation 

of Monſieur Boil xav. 

After all, Fam ſenſible that it may be eaſily 

enough replied in defence of the Tranſlation, 

2 That as it is intended for Eng/i/ Readers, and 

2 moreeſpecially for thoſe who do not underſtand 

*Z French; ſo, a long Bead-roll of dull French Au- 

thors, who are grown into ſuch Contempt, that 
they are hardly read, or ever known in their 

2 ownCountry,. would be but an odd Entertain- 

ment to People here, who never heard of them 
before. Beſides, it muſt be allowed, that one 
may very eaſily apprehend the Pleaſantry of 
the Satire in the Original, by the Tranſlator's 
muſter ing up-a Set of Engliſb Authors of equal 
Degree and like kind of Dulneſs with thoſe 
mentioned by Monſieur BorLgav. 

As for the Objection of his having changed 
the Perſons, I believe a Subject of Great Bri- 
ain may be very eaſily forgiven, if the Love 

of his Country, and the juſt Honour which he 

bas for his Sovereign, led him to apply thoſe 
bandſome Compliments to Q. Axxx, "_ 
| C 
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68 Some Account of BolLEAu, c. 


the Author makes to Lewis XIV. of France in 


ſome of the Cantes, and in others, that of 


the Prince of Conpt to the Duke of M ARI : 


BOROUGH. 


It is not the firſt time Juſtice has diveſted | 1 
that Monarch of Honours which he had long 
aſſumed to himſelf, to place them more wor- 


'thily upon her Majeſty: Nor is it now only 


that his Grace has been adorned with the 
Spoils of a French General. The Praiſe is, 7 
am ſure, at leaſt as highly deſerved, and as 
juſtly given by the Exgliſb as the French Poet. 
And indeed I think the whole Tranſlation to 
be ſo well done in the main, and fo entertain- 


4 


'1 


nd ; EF 8 5 


ing, that what /ittle Faults are in it, if there are 


any, ought not to be taken notice of, for the | 3 
fake of the Beauties. Nor had I taken the Li- 


berty to ſay what I have /aid of it, if it had not 
been to give you a Proof of an exact Sincerity | 
in every thing where you aſk my real Opinion. 


I am, 
LONDON, 7 
At. the 24th, 8 [ R, 
1708. 


Your Humble "RT IO 
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To the MEMORY of 
.O. 
By SEVERAL HanDs. 


Muſarum Lacryme. 
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Mr. 


S 1 R, 


HE only Hope I have of obtaining 
Your Pardon for prefixing Your Name 
to theſe Sheets, is, from their being an At- 
tempt to preſerve the Memory of a Perſon, 
who, when Living, was ſo nearly allied to 
Lou, by the moſt fincere Endearments of a 
mutual, extenſive, and diſintereſted Friend- 
ip. 
= Tho' I am an abſolute Stranger to Your 
Perſon, I cannot be ſo to Your Character, 
and muſt be allowed to ſay, That as You 
were diſtinguiſhed for ſo uncommon a Union 
in Affections, Ion wereequally celebrated for 
as 
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72 To Mr. CoNGREvE. 
as extraordinary a Superiority in Genius; and 


the declining Stage may now juſtly complain # 
of a Double Loſs in their moſt ſubſtantial En- 3 


tertainments, by the Death of Mr.R ow z, s 


and Your Own voluntary Retirement. But 1 


am afraid I tranſgreſs the Bounds I preſcribed 
my ſelf for this ſhort Addreſs, and ſhall there- 
fore wave any Freedoms of this Nature (how- 
ever due to Merit) which may prove the leaſt 
diſagreeable to a Perſon placed ſo happily 
above them. And if the AuTaross of the 
following Poems are ſo fortunate as to have 
contributed any thing worthy the Character 


of the Deceaſed, and the Patronage of his Liv- 4 
ing Friend, it will anſwer the utmoſt Wiſhes 3 
of, | 


LO NPO 5 I R, 


Dec. 26, 
1718, 


Your moſt Obedient, 


Humble Servant, 


| Ch. Beckingham, 


s. 
2 
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A To the Memory of 


- NricuoLas Row E, Eſq; 
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By Mr. BECKINGHAM. 
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Is then the Summons true! does partial Fate 

1 RKetract ſo early, what it gave ſo late? 

2 tug the Grave chuſe?—Muſt ROWE the Tribute pay, 
And Merit moulder with the common Clay ? 

| Is the grim Tyrant then ſo jealous grown; 
Strikes he at human Fame to build his own ? 

2 not th' inſulting Monarch Wreaths enow, 

But muſt the Robber ſtrip the Poet's Brow ? 

Let Nature in her hoary Years decay, 

And mellow Age drop heavily away. 

et the dull, earth-born Populace complain, 

And ſwell the Triumphs, of his gloomy Reign: 

Slaves born for nothing, or chemſelves alone, 

Die unlamented, as they liv'd unknown; 

1. | . Let 
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Let theſe, proud Victor, tremble at thy Nod, 
But ſpare the Poet for the Public Good. 


Does ſacred Heat Prophetic Breaſts inſpire ? 
Burns not the Poet's with an equal Fire? 
From Heav'n a joint Commiſſion can he claim, 
His Soul as large, as ſacred is his Name; 

Both univerſal Benefits deſign'd, 

Both ſent to govern, and to ſave Mankind; 
T' unveil myſterious Truths to human Sight, 4 . 
And ſet the falſe bewilder'd Judgment right, =" 
Inſtructed great Ideas to impart, ww 


To warm the Boſom, and enrich the Heart. 1 h 
Are we not grateful when the Lamp of Day 1 
Shoots forth a genial Heat, and vernal Ray, * 
To bleſs the honeſt Ruſtic's Wint'ry Toil, | 
And bid the careful anxious Floriſt ſmile ? | I d 
Or in ſome Clime, where nearer Beams abound, ” Wd 
And Heats immod'rate ſcorch the cleaving Ground, 5 


When ſome fierce Channel from the ſeven-mouth'd WIe? 
Pours forth its Plenty on the Sun-burnt Soil; 
Cements with laviſh Streams the gaping Earth, 
And gives the hidden Treaſures timely Birth? 

Do Gifts, like theſe, our Gratitude command ? 
What Debtors are we to the Poet's Hand ? 

Whoſe nobler Streams in larger Currents rowl ; 
Thoſe but inform the Ground, and theſe the Soul. 


Here Laurell'd Shade; thy own great Image ſee; = 
To draw the Poet is to Picture Thee: 


. Tb' 


Fd 
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h' extenſive Thought, the Energy divine, 
The Flame, the Genius, and the Soul was Thine ; 
Each various Note declares thy Maſter-Skill, 
How form'd to write, how worthy to excel. 
To Virtue teddy, to thy Country true, 
' e read the Poet, and the Patriot too. 
Does Liberty demand thy loftier Strain? 
We gaze with Wonder on thy Tamerlane; 
Thro' every Scene purſue the Godlike Cauſe, 
And give the favourite Hero full Applauſe, 
hen the ſhrill Trumpet ſummons him away, 
"The warm'd Spectator ſhares the bloody Fray; 
In anxious Wiſhes feels a Soldier's Pride, 
Lifts in the War, and combats on his Side. 
How does he charm, when bounteous to Diſtreſs, 
Jedate in Fight, and humble in Succeſs ? 
| A Victor, yet without a Victor's Mind, 
e conquers not t' enſlave, but free Mankind, 
To diſtant Times marks out th' unerring Way, 
Pearns Kings to rule, and Subjects to obey: 
Irikes every Boſom with a facred Awe, 
A Ind ſhews the happy Age a true NASSAU, 
0 Ir if ſome lowly Theme the Poet claim, 
me baniſh'd Lover, or neglected Dame, 
1 dve's thouſand Paſſions all his Skill employ, 


"4 e quick alternate Tides of Grief and Joy: 
8 ow well deſcribes th' unhappy ——happy State? 


ow well he paints the ſad Extremes of Fate! 
Men conſcious Sinner does his Guilt confeſs, 
nd awful Silence {| peaks the Bard's Succels ; 
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Envy at laſt repents her canker'd Hate, 
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So well th' expreſſive Miſeries are ſhown, 

Some tender Breaſt ſtill makes the Woe its own: 
The Virgin's Cheek the moving Scene approves, 
And artleſs Sighs betray how well ſhe loves. 
The ſcornful Nymph condemns her long Diſdain, 


And to her Arms invites her injur'd Swain. 1 j 

When ſome Þ fair Waxton mourns her paſt Deſires, ; 
Love's foul Embraces, and unlawful Fires; '$ 
So ſoft ſhe pleads, the pitying Audience melt, 'Y 
And clear the Sinner, tho they damn the Guilt. = 


The * Libertine in Love exults a-while 
On violated Charms and raviſh'd Spoil, 


But ſoon his Triumphs find a timely Date; 


The Villain's Crimes receive the Villain's Fate. 
But why on ſingle Beautics do I dwell, 

When ev'ry finiſh'd Scene is wrote ſo well? 
When thy vaſt Works are in themſelves repaid, 
And modeſt Nature owns thy happier Aid. 

But now the Skill is loſt, the Muſic o'er, 

And he who charm'd us once, can charm no more. 


And feels her Error in her Loſs too late. 

To native Duſt now waſtes the mortal Frame, 
And nought ſurvives the Poet, but his Fame. 
Brave then in That; or Time, or Envy's Rage, 
And be a LUCAN to a diſtant Age. 


— —— 


Jane Shore, #* Loetbarie in the Fair Penitent. 
| f Yes, 
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Ves, facred Shade, thy Writings ſhall be read, 
Till even Arts are with their Founders dead: 
Z Whilſt Friendſhip burns within a faithful Breaſt, 
Thy Name be cheriſh'd, and thy Worth confeſt. 
Oblivion is the common Mortal's Doom : * 
But thou ſhalt Live when Dead; and Flouriſh in the 
Tomb, 
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Death of Mr. ROME. 


By Mr. Au HuRs r. 


Are wel, the Genius of the Britiſh Stage, 
Farewel, the Patriot of a madding Age; 

O ROWE! unhappy deathleſs Bard, farewel, 
Whoſe Worth applauding Theatres ſhall tell; 
Oft as thy Heroes on the Stage appear, 
Each Eye to Thee ſhall drop a grateful Tear : * 
Shouts to thy Name each grateful Voice ſhall raiſe, 4 
And clapping Crouds in Thunder ſpeak thy Praiſe, 


9 ; > 
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Too cruel Death! that would no longer ſpare 
This great Recorder of the Brave and Fair; 
That in one dreadful Inſtant ſnatch'd from hence 
The beſt good Nature, and the ſineſt Senle : 
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Too cruel Death! that could refuſe to ſave 

Him that has reſcu'd Thouſands from the Grave; 
Him that to lateſt Worlds conveys the Fame 

Of TAMERLANE and great ULYSSES" Name; 
At whoſe Command departed Saints revive, 

And in his moving Scenes for ever live, 

Paſt Times return, and from the mould'ring Tomb 
Riſe up the mighty Chiefs of Greece and Rome : 
Their antient Legions rally on the Plain, 

And act their former Triumphs o'er again. 
Touch'd with his powerful Magic, we deplore 
The Beauteous Penitent, and Guilty SHORE. 
GRAY, to appeaſe the Wrath of human Laws, 
Bleeds, a Fair Martyr, in her SAVIOUR's Cauſe; 
Undaunted bleeds, and by his matchleſs Art, 

The fatal Blow wounds ev'ry Britiſb Heart. 

We mourn with beating Breaſts the greedy Stroke, 
And yield reluttant to the Romiſb Yoke: 

Of Idols now ſucceeds a motly Band, 

And Popery pours in upon the Land ; 

Rage, Superſtition, Maſſacre and Blood, 

Come arm'd from Hell againſt the Publick Good: 
Zeal ſets on Fire the Holy Snithfßeld Pile, 

And Prie/tcraft rages tliro' the trembling Iſle. 


* — 8 Nt,'eäfrm 4 
Ss? << * ts » 24 999 py wo = * . 2 
1 — — . — * 8 ** 4 XxX * * (OI 
\ N * == ” 4 : -= — a . 2 
n 2 3 = - : > 


— 


of 
* 


r r 
8 8 
CEE 
— 2 
— a 


Well has our Loyal Poet ſet to view 
This direful Scene, this wonder-working Crew, 
A bloody Tribe of perſecuting Elves, 
That weekly damn all Chriftians but themſelves: 
His gen'rous Soul diſdain'd that vain Pretence, 
So ſhocking to the Goſpel, and to Senſe ; 
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And in his Scenes the graceful Marks appear 
Of Chriſtian Freedom, and of Chriſtian Fear. 


Firm to that noble Cauſe which fir'd his Mind, 
He never to a Popiſh Scheme inclin'd ; 
Nor ſought the Favours of a Tybyrn Croud, N 
Whole perjur'd Hearts to foreign Gods have bow'd; YF 
Ile judg'd it always an inglorious thing 73 
To court their Praiſes who defam'd their XING ; 
Enough for him that CONGREYE was his Friend, oy 
That GARTH and STEELE, and ADDISON commend; |: 
That BRUNSWICK with the Bays his Temples bound, 
And PARKER with Immortal Honours crown'd. 
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Great LUCAN now, by his unwearied Pains, 
Breathes Reman Liberty in Engliſh Strains; 8 
Dying, this wealthy Pledge He left behind, ; 
The trueſt Pattern of his Free-born Mind : 
Four times four Ages this heroic Song f 
Jas lain, unlabour'd from its native Tongue, 1 
Which now tranſlated with its genuine Fire, 
Shall noble Thoughts of Liberty inſpire ; 
Convince the Bigot of the weighty Truth, * 
And free from paſſive Chains the Britiſb Youth : 8 
Too long the uſeful Work has been delay'd, 

But well that ſeeming Ill is now repaid: 

Heav'n but deferr'd to make it more compleat, - 
Not ev'ry Bard the glorious Theme could treat, 
Not ey'ry Bard, that in mechanic Verſe 
Can a dull Love-Tale fluently rehearſe, 

And can in lifeleſs, jingling Lines complain 
Of the talle Nymph, or the forſaken Swain: 


Vigour 


of Nicholas Rowe, E.; 
Vigour of Style, and Fancy muſt combine, 
With Majeſty of Rage, and Power divine, 
To make the Engliſh like the Roman ſhine. 
Such muſt he be, as LUCAN was of old, 
His Figures ſtrong, and his Expreſſions bold, 
With the ſame conſtant Love of Freedom charm'd, 
With the ſame Paſſion for his Country warm'd, 
Whoſe Veins with one unvary'd Tenour flow, 
Zealous and active, like Immortal ROE. 


At length, ye Sons of Servitude, awake, 
And from your Necks the ſelfiſh Burthen ſhake ; 
Nor blindly, nor diſdainfully refuſe 
This laſt great Labour of the Laurell'd Muſe; 
Pay the juſt Honours to his ſacred Head, 

Nor, whom you envy'd Living, envy Dead: 

Againſt the Dead all Violences ceaſe, 

Great CHAUCER now, and SHAKESPEARE reſt in 
Peace; 

DRYDEN no more the impious World upbraids, 

And MILTON ſlumbers in the ſilent Shades. 


Thou too, thrice honour'd, in that antient Dome, 
Where ſoon or late our Britiſh Laureats come; 
Where the fam'd Poets of three Ages lie, 

And to their Tombs invite the curious Eye, 

Where great NEI/C ASTLE, ſtill to Wit a Friend, 

To DRYDEN bid: the ſtately Pile aſcend, 

(Immortal, glorious Deed ! which After-times 

Shall celebrate in their exalted Rhimes,) 

Amongſt thy Kindred Bards thy Bones ſhalt truſt, 

And mix in Quiet with Poetic Duſt ; . 
E 5 | There 
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There no feign'd Dangers ſhall alarm thy Breaſl, 
No Factious murmurs interrupt thy Reft ; 
© Baniſh'd ſhall be all Noiſe of worldly things, 
Of warring Armies, and contending Kings ; 
The groundleſs Clamours of th' ambitious Gown, 
And ALBERONTs Crimes ſhall be unknown, 
Pain, Loſs and Sorrow, ſhall be far away, 
Claſp'd in th Embraces of thy native Clay; 
Till the laſt welcome Trump ſhall bid Thee Riſe, 
Then cloath'd with Glory Thou'lt aſcend the Skies. 
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Honoured Memory of 


lj Mr. R O IY E. 


By Mrs. CENTLIVRE. 
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DAPHN IS. 


EE ! Thyr/is, ſee! beneath yon ſpreading Thorn, 
Whoſe bluſhing Berries ev'ry Bough adorn, 
The good Menalcas fits, his Head reclin'd, | 
His Crook thrown by, nor ſeems his Flock to mind ; 
Down from his Eyes the Briny Torrents rowl, 
And mighty Grief ſeems lab'ring in his Soul: 
E 6 | Tube 


84 Pos to tbe Memory 
The Poſture ſpeaks a matchleſs Weight of Woe; 
Haſte, Ty haſte, the ſudden Cauſe to know. 


TnYss1s. _ 
From whence Menalcas, do theſe Ills ariſe, 
Which rack thy Breaſt, and overflow thy Eyes? 


Or has thy Fav'rite Heifer caſt her Young ? 
Broke are thy Folds by ſome vile Midnight Thief, 
Or is Clariſſa Cauſe of all this Grief ? 

Does ſhe in Secret bleſs ſome other Swain ? 

Why, let her go. — her broken Faith diſdain. 


MAIL CAs. 


No, Thyrſs, no; a Subject greater far, 
Than Flocks, or Herds, or fickle Women are, 
Claims all theſe Tears, theſe fruitleſs Tears I ſhed, 
Celin ! the ſoſt harmonious Colin's dead. 


"FIND Dar HANS. 


AIs Colin dead ! If that fad Tale be true, 

Then have we Cauſe to mourn as much as you. 

Colin ! the Pride and Darling of the Plain, 

Admir'd by ev'ry Nymph, Careſs'd by ev'ry Swain. 

Whene'er he tun'd his Pipe beneath the Shade, 
_*Fhe nodding Boughs beat Time while Colin play'd. 


The 


Has from thy Ewe ſome tender Lamb been wrung? + 


d - 
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The feather'd Choir about the Shepherd Throng, 
And prowling Wolves ſtood lining to his Song: 
The browzing Goats ſrom rocky Clifts deſcend, 
| Charm'd with his Voice; the Savage Brutes attend. 


THY RSrs. 


5 O, Mighty PAN! Who now ſhall chaunt thy Praiſe ? 
And who record thy Fame in tuneful Lays ? 

Where is that He, of all the Sy/van Swains, 

Can equal Colin's ſoft harmonious Strains? 

If the dear Subject of his Song was Love, 

| Sweet as the Hyb/a Drops his Verſes prove: 

If glorious Liberty the Youth aſſerts, 

How did he warm our Souls, and fire our Hearts ? 


MENALCAS. 


"_— Now ev'ry Maxim which the Shepherd taught 
Occurs afreſh, and dwells in ev'ry Thought. 

Our Flocks, ſaid he, and feather'd Kind produce 

Their different Offspring for their Owner's Uſe: 

For us, the Wood, the Paſture, and the Field, 

Their ſeveral Grains, and various Flowers yield: 

Not PAN himſelf can our own Rights oppoſe, 

Or Crop without our Leave one fingle Roſe : 

A mutual Duty ſtill on each depends, 

We honour PAN, and PAN our Flock defends. 

Thus Colin taught us laviſh Yokes to hate, 

And prize the Freedom of our Rara State. 


Darius, 
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 DaPyunis, 


See ! where the Nymphs and Swains in Crouds appear, 


New in their Hands, their Brows ſad Cypreſ wear; 
In ſolemn State ſee two by two they tread, 

And look with downcaſt Eyes, and bended Head, 
As if not Co/in, but Themſelves were dead. 


TRYRI IS. 


Hark, how the Winds in hollow Accents groan ! 
And humid Pearls diſtil from ev'ry Stone; 
The cooing Turtles their loved Elms decline, 
And Goats forſake their Fay'rite fow'ry Thyme : 
The Lambs complaining bleat, the Heifers low, 
The Ox and Weather ceaſe their Cud to chew : 
The vocal Grove laments young Colin dead, 


For him the Laurel droops, and hangs its verdant Head. 


AMARYLLIS. 


Help me, Mena/cas, help me to complain, 
To tell to Earth, to Air, and Seas my Pain. 
Colin ! the dear lov'd Colin! is no more, 
Come, all ye Nymphs, and Colin's Loſs deplore: 
For whom ſhall we our flow'ry Chaplets weave ? 
Or who ſo well deſerves the Laurel Wreath ? 
Who now can point thro? all theſe Groves a Man, 
To celebrate the Birth of mighty PAN? 


Like 
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Like Colin, who can Flora's Sweets diſplay ? 

Or paint the gaudy Treaſures of her May? 

|; Or who like him, can tune the Oaten Reed ? 

Dr tread with ſach a Grace th' enamel'd Mead? 
Mourn, all ye Nymphs, your Tears inceſſant ſhed, 
Your Tribute's all too poor for him that's Dead. 


THhyRsST1s. 


1 Wou'd but relentlefs Fate our Wiſhes Aid, 
And give to Subſtance back his Airy Shade, 
| As Pluto once Eurydice of Old, 
A Tale I well remember Colin told, 
To purchaſe that, my Tears like thine ſhou'd flow, 
But this is fruitleſs Grief and pageant Woe. 
Hark, Amaryllis hark! Thy bleating Lambs 
Amongſt the Brakes have loft their Udder'd Dams: 
Haſte to retrive them e'er too far they ſtray. 
And fall to hungry Wo/ves an eaſy Prey. 


ae be EI" "0 r 
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Why, let 'em ſtray, my Crook no more II hold, 
My Herds no more——no more my Flocks I'll fold, 
No more will I with Daiſy, Pink, and Roſe, 

A Garland for the Queen of May compoſe, 
Since Colin's gone, by whom 'twas ſtill confeſt, 
That I, of all the Nymphs, deſerv'd it belt. 
The Winds ſhall uſeleſs prove to Fleets at Sea, 
And Flow'rs ſupply no Honey to the Bee, 
When, Colin, I forget to mourn for Thee. 


* 
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MzxNALCAS. 


If Anaryllis, charm'd by Colin's Verſe, 
Can ſhed ſuch Floods of Tears upon his Hearſe, 
Who then can gueſs the Pain, the anxious Throws 
Which the dear Partner of his Pleaſure knows? 
What Agonies of Woe rend Daphne's Breaſt ? 
She whom he lov'd, —and ſhe who lov'd him beſt ! 
Methinks I hear her to her Babe complain, 
The only Relict of her darling Swain: 
The Child ſhe tells his ev'ry Art and Grace, 
And with her Tears bedews the Infant's Face ; 
Whilſt the poor Babe, unknowing of her Cares, 
Cooes in her Face, and ſmiles at. all her Tears. 
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Hile o'er thy Hearſe, with ſad Surprize, 
And ſolemn Grief the Muſes mourn ; 

Permit a Stranger's flowing Eyes 

To ſhed their Sorrows round thy Urn. 


Juſt in the Bloom of all thy Fame, 
Then to aſſert thy Native Sky; 
Abſolves Impartial Heaven from Blame, 
And ſeems, as 'twas thy Choice, to Die. 


Thus | 
; 
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Thus the great CASAR ceas'd to live, : | 
Thro' vanquiſh'd Worlds his Eagles bore ; . 

Thus clos'd his Fame, when Fate cou'd give, N 
And his bright Sword command no more. 


With Smiles he views the glitt'ring Blade, 


Whoſe Voice lament the Pious Dead, 
And kindly weep o'er POMPEYs Urn? 


| e 
In that great Moment fond to die; f 
When ROME beheld her Hero's Shade ; 
But mount the fairer up the Sky. | 
þ 
What penſive Muſe, now. THOU art fled, { 
Shall o'er Xx Phar/alia's Warriors mourn, 5 


Whoſe ſoft relenting erſe shall Well 
Each Roman lle with conicious Woes 
Her Genius fled; 20-77% Sorrow tel}, 
And CAS$SAR dying o'er his Foe? 


Round his great Rival's awful Head 
He views a Glory till ſurvive; 
+ Sighing that Fame and Virtue dead 
He cau'd not own, or ſcorn'd alive; 


— — | 


* The Excellent Tranſlation of Lucan by Mr. Rowe. 
Þ Czfar is reported by the Poet to bade wept, when Pompey's 
Head was brought to bim in Egypt. : 
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Nor mingling with the God-like Hoſt, 
Who at Philippi greatly fell ; 

Each Roman thanks thy pious Ghoſt, 
That ſung his Arms, and Fate ſo well. 


The Fields of Death once more to ſtain, 
What future Hero will refuſe? 

Or Dying, dread One Moment's Pain, 
To live for ever in thy Muſe ? 


But far, O! far before the reſt, 
Great CATO does his Arm extend ? 
And in his Smiles his Love confeſt, 
Adores thy Shade, and calls THEE Friend, 


Well pleas'd, with ev'ry Grace adorn'd, 
So like his Own, a-mind to ſee! 
And the great Homage which He ſcorn'd 
To CASAR's Sword, He pays to THEE. 


New Tranſport does his Breaſt dilate, 

Within his Soul new Paſſions riſe ; 

To view Rome's Wounds, and POMPEY: Fate, 
So kindly wept by ENGLISH Eyes. 


While taught by Thee, Britannia's Iſle 
His Hero's Fall relenting views ; 

He ſeems beneath his Wounds to ſmile, 
And C.ASA4R's ſelf at laſt ſubdues. 


Africt's 
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Africh's rich Deſarts in thy Strains, 
Ennoble with the Patriot's Doom; 
Excel the flow'ry Latian Plains, 
And LYBIA triumphs over ROME. 


Whoſe grateful Sons to moan the Brave, 
Deſpairing in thy Muſe are ſeen ; 

Hiding each faithful Warrior's Grave 
With friendly Tears, and blooming Green. 


In Words like thine, had they a Choice 

Once more above their Fate to try, 

Thus, with their laſt expiring Voice, 
Wou'd each lament his Rome, and Die. 


Surprize or Joy alike to yield, 
Thy various artful Muſe was made; 
To dreſs the Warrior for the Field, 


Or paint the Lover in his Shade. 


Now in the eager. Chace of: Fame, 

With ſome brave Chief you upward fly ;- 
Now fink, and teach ſome Virgin Name 
In ſofter Numbers how to die! 


Thoſe Forms, which to our wond'ring Mind 


Thy Fancy paints, new Glories wear: 
While Love and Friendſhip ſeem more kind, 
And Beauty's ſelf appears more Fair. 


Such 
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Such Force, fair Virtue does impart, 
By Thee preſented to our View; 

It moves and melts each ſtubborn Heart, 
Her Brightneſs cannot quite ſubdue. 


While dreſt in Angels pureſt Light, 
Her ſmiling Image does appear 
Pleaſing, as Beauty to the Sight, 
Or Mufic to the raviſh'd Ear, 


Wou'd ſhe once more her Skies forſake, 
What other Features cou'd ſhe chuſe ? 
What fairer Form the Goddeſs take 
To bleſs Mankind, than from thy Muſe ? 


Tranſported then with fond Surprize, 
The lovely Gueſt we ſhou'd adore; 

And wonder how our partial Eyes 
Refus'd to own ſuch Grace before! 


Till viewing thoſe deceiving Charms, 
Each Breaſt ſubdue, we all agree, 
That Power which thus our Soul diſarms, 
Was not her own, but lent by Thee, 


Greatneſs no more, with all her Train, 
The Virtuous Mind ſhall now beguile ; 
By Thee inſtructed to diſdain, 


When Glory calls, the Syrex; Smile, 
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No more * Renown and ſpecious Fame, 
Shall ſtrive Ambition's Rage to hide 

Nor Honour be a treach'rous Name, 
To ſhade the Tyrant's guilty Pride. 


The brave and generous Breaſt to awe, 


The honeſt upright Heart to gain; 
The Coward's Hand his Sword ſhall draw, 
The Courtier's Smiles be try'd in vain. 


Againſt that Dread thy Scenes unfold, 
To arm our Breaſts in vaia we try; 
Soon as the Tragic Tale is told, 


We Melt, We Languiſh, and Ve Dye. . 


The Soul a while her Ground maintains, 
Each Death reſolving to deride; 

But when the Captive tells her Pains, 
That Softneſs owns, ſhe ſtrove to hide. 


To view her Rage direct the Dart, 
Wakes in our Breaſt a kind Surprize; 
Speaking the Frailty of our Heart, 
By the ſoft Streams that fill our Eyes. 


mh. * 8 „ — — — 
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* See Monſ. Biuyere's Cbaracters or Manners of the Age, publiſh'd - 


from the French by Mr, Rowe. 
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Eager our Souls to bring Relief, 
Swift from their op'ning Boſom flaw, 
To ſooth the mourning Parents Grief, 
Or guard the Infant from the Blow. 


{ 
| 


So lively has each Nymph complain'd, 

| When Fate thy Muſe deſpairing drew; 
That tho' we know her Sorrows feign'd, 
'* Yet ſtill we weep, and think em true. 


A while we argue to perſuade 
Our melting Eyes to hide their Woe, 
Till to the'r View the lovely Maid 
Reveals her Wounds, and bids 'em flow. 


Thy artful Voice, with equal Eaſe, 

2 Eaxch diffrent Paſſion can employ ; 
Now give us Pain, but to increaſe, 

And from our Grief improve our Joy. 


Who in your ſoft deceiving Strains. 
Wich he kind Conquerors agree; 
Who threaten firſt the dreadful Chains, 
Then ſet the trembling Captive free. 


What Raptures does thy Verſe infuſe, 
When Beauty does the Theme inſpire! 

What Heat tranſports thy ſoaring Muſe ? 
If Scenes of War thy Boſom Fire ! 
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While for bright Fame, or gay Delight, 
Each Hero you alike prepare, 

Lead the fierce Warrior to the Fight, 
Or the young Lover to the Fair. 


Nature aſtoniſh'd at thy Art 

Caſts on thy Muſe a jealous Eye; 
Her Joys unable to impart, 

Or longer pleaſe when thou art by. 


The Artiſt thus, his Skill to grace, 
Some beauteous breathing Form deſign'd, 
Forſakes the Virgin's Cheek, to trace 
Features more bright in his own Mind, 


Each glowing Charm the Canvaſs fires, 
Does with Delight the Nymph ſurprize, 
Who owes that Beauty ſhe admires, 
More to his Pencil than her Eyes. 


What, tho' our Laurels fairer riſe, 


And from thy Aſhes date their Bloom, 


We pay too dearly for the Prize, 
Thus ſadly purchas'd by thy Doom. 


Pity, ye Gods, that doubtful Dart 


Which your myſterious Anger threw, 
Shou'd give at once both Joy and Smart, 
Augment our Fame and Sorrow too. 


31 


Juſt 


Juſt ſo the Skies, ſeverely bright, 

Their vengeful Light'nings oft employ, 
And gild that Oak with fairer Light, 

They mean next Moment to deſtroy. 


How mournful is the only Choice, 

Your Heavens afford our Breaſt to eaſe, 
Or to lament thy Dying Voice, 

Or never hope our own ſhou'd pleaſe. 


Thus to the Heirs of bright Renown, 
The Purple you a while deny, 

Who, ere they boaſt the Regal Crown, 
Muſt view their King and Parent dye. 


Strange, that the Glories which we claim 
From thy fad Fate, no Pleaſures give, 
> The fair Increaſe of all our Fame, 
The only Cauſe for which. we grieve. 


See SHAKESPE ARE's Awful Rev'rend Shade 
> Riſing, his Fav'rite to adore !. 

And binds thy Brows with Laurel, made 
Buy Fame, to ſhade his own before . 


To thy Indulgence pleas'd to owe 
The Terrors that his Muſe imparts, 

To ſwell our Eye, the Scenes of Woe, 
The moving Dread to ſhake our Hearts. 
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t To Mr. Rezwe. the Public are obliged for The Life of Shate- 
Hare, which he took great Pains to collect. | 
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The diff rent Fates of all that reign 
Diſtinguiſh'd in whoſe Muſe appear, 
What the good Man may hope to gain, 
And what the daring Tyrant fear. 


Whoſe Tragic Voice ſhall next preſume 
To fill our Breaſts with ſad Deſpair ? 

Or trembling for the Zover's-Doom, - 
Or anxious for the Dying-Fair ? 


To Tears, whoſe Sighs her Wrongs confeſs, 
Our Eyes with ſoft Compaſſion flow ;. 
Teaching thy Virgis's feigh'd Diſtreſs, 
To give our Boſom real Woe. 


In vain we ask our Reaſon's Aid, 
To ſtop our Tears, or eaſe our Pain; 
To view. thy Fair Repenting-Maid 7, 
Each Cheek muſt ſwell, each Heart complain. 


O! ſooth her Anguiſh ! calm her Grief! 
O! quickly to her Refuge fly ! 

O! bring the Faintins Fair Relief, 
Or with Ber give us Leave to Dye! 


Such moving Scenes thy Muſe unfolds, 
Conſtrain'd its Anguith to declare: 


A Savage Heart each Beſom holde, 
That can attend and not deſpair. _ 

* | | h * 2 2 3 — nnn e 
T ing to the Fair Penium. A Tragedy. By Mr. Rowe. 
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What Wonders does thy Verſe contain, 
What Magic thro' thy Numbers flows ? 

Pleas'd with our Grief, we then complain, 
Then only when we want our Woes. 


No Eye thoſe Sorrows does refuſe, 
Thy penſive Maids expiring give; 
Searce more delighted, when thy Muſe 
| Suſpends their Fate, and bids em live. 


Strange that our Cheeks ſhou'd grieve the more 
When you the falling Tear reſtrain ; 

And to forbid us to deplore, 
Shou'd only give us greater Pain. 


Thus trembling for her Lover's Fate, 

A while the Virgin's Sorrows flow ; 
Owning, to hear his Sighs abate 

Her Joy, more painful than her Woe. 


O, may each Muſe with Sorrows meet ! 

Soft as thy own, thy Worth declare ; 

Since nothing but a Voice ſo ſweet, 
Can ever ſing a Fame ſo Fair. 


A ſecond Life to thy Great Dead, 
Thy kind Inſpiring Numbers Gave; 
Had we that Power, the Tears We ſhed 
Had fell to wet ſome other Grave, 
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Thine, like each Fabled Hero's Age, 
Thy ſelf with Virtue didſt Inſpire; 

And acting well on Life's frail Stage, 
Doſt with the ſame Applauſe retire. 


a 


EPIT APH on Mr, Ro w E, for a Tomb 
intended to be eredted by bis Wife in 
Weſtminſter-Abbey, 


By Mr. Pop x. 


HY Relicks, Rotoe, to this fair Shrine we truſt, 
And Sacred, place by Dryden's awful Duſt“: 

Beneath a rude and nameleſs Stone He lies, 
To which thy Tomb ſhall guide enquiring eyes. 
Peace to thy gentle Shade, and endleſs reſt! 
Bleſt in thy Genius, in thy Love, too, bleſt! 
One grateful Woman to thy Fame ſupply d 
What a whole thankleſs Land to his deny'd. 


. ——— 
** 


* The underwritten Diſtich of Mr. Por 's was what 1 
was intended for Mr. Da Y D ENS Momament, vix. 


This SHEFFIELD rais'd. The Sacred Duſt below 
Was Dxypen once: The relt who does not know? 


Under which a Merry Wag wrote this. 


Who does not know that Sheffeld went on Truſt, 
To raiſe this noble Tomb to D/yden's Duſt!? 


* ws © 


Aid | F INI 8 
| . * \ 


